





THE 


MONTHLY VISITOR. 


—— J 


DECEMBER, 1799. 








SKETCH 


OF 


WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 
A Superior talent for poetry has been the fubjeé 


of admiration in every age and nation of the 
world. Such are its charms—fuch its influence in 
foftening and harmonizing the paffions of mankind. 
Greece, Rome, and Britain-have, in their turns, con. 
feffed its powerand bowed at its fhrine. Indeed, among 
the ancients, it was pronounced of divine origin, and 
chiefly devoted to the praifes of the gods and heroes, 
who were equally configned over to the honours of im- 
mortality ! The reader, therefore, will be pleafed with 
the fketch of a modern poet, who has, by his perfor- 
mances, conciliated to himfelf no inconfiderable fhare 
of public approbation. 

WiiiraM Hay _Ley, Esq, was born at Chichefter, 
in the year 17453 his father being fon of the Dean of 
Chichefter, and his mother the daughter of Colonel 
Yates, member of parliament for that city. His family, 
therefore, was refpeétable on both fides; and he, no 
doubt, enjoyed the advantages with which his connec- 
tions muft have furnifhed him. His father dying 
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in his infancy, he was left tothe care of a mother, who 
payed every proper attention to his early years, 

It was Mr. HayLey’s misfortune, however, to 
enjoy an infirm ftate of health, and by this circumftance 
his ftudies were not unfrequently interrupted. Tt pro. 
duced thofe chafms in his improvement which are, 
fometimes, indifferently filled up, even by fucceeding 
efforts of induftry. By the aid of a domeftic tutor, the 
fubjeét of our Memoir overcame this difadvantage, and 
became fitted for Eton School, whence he went to 
Trinity Hall, Cambridge. Here he foon manifefted his 
predileétion for the tuneful art, and was the author of 
various little pieces, which indicated his future celebrity. 
An Ode on the Birth of the Prince of Wales, whigh 
appeared in a Cambridge colleétion, is to be ranked 
among his earlier produétions. We have never feen it, 
and therefore cannot give any particular account of it, 
But its being admitted into that felection, and having 
been frequently the fubjeét of converfation in the polite 
circles of the day, prove that it was not wholly devoid 
of that merit by which his other pieces have been cha- 
racterized. 

Upon his quitting of Cambridge, Mr. Hayiey 
did not throw himfelf into the arms of an inglorious 
indolence, or fquander away his time in the wretched 
haunts of diffipation. He devoted himfelf to ftudy with 
an intenfenefs which deferves great praife ; for no un- 
derftanding can be eminently enlightened without afli- 
duous cultivation. Through the want of proper atten- 
tion the beft foil may prove unproduétive, and covered 
with weeds and briars, it excites our deepeft commife- 
ration. Such was not the mind of our Poet. He ftored 
his mind with thofe valuable kinds of learning which 
were beft calculated to draw forth the energy of his 

owers. The Greek and Latin poets were made fami- 
far to him by conftant and reiterated perufal. The 
French and Italian produétions were aifo ftudied with 
great 
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great care and attention, Nor did he forget his own 
poets, Cowley, Shakefpeare, Milton, Pope, &c. into the 
fpirit and defign of whofe writings he fully entered. 
$uch a courfe of ftudy muft have powerfully enriched 
his mind, and enabled him to call im the aid of others 
on any fubjeét in which his pen might be engaged. 
Here was the happy union of genius and induftry. 

Having married in 1769, Mr. Hay Ley retired to 
his feat of Eartham, about feven miles from Chichefter. 
The writer of this article vifited the fpot in 1794, and 
was much pleafed with it. Though, on a {mail feale, 
yet it embraces a pleafing variety of walks, and can 
boaft an extenfive {weep of profpeét. Its elegant pro- 
prietor has evidently beftowed much attention upon it, 
and every part of it is marked by an engaging ruf- 
ticity. 

In this retirement Mr. Hay ey has devoted him- 
felf to the mufes, and the fruits of his application have, 
at different times, been laid before the public. In 
1785 he colleéted his various pieces togethér in iz vo- 
lumes. We fhall take a brief furvey of them. 

Volume the fir# contains his Poetical Effay on Parnt- 
ing, together with a few Mifcellanies. His effay is 
addreffed to that celebrated artift Mr. Romney; and 
the departments of this delightful art are fketched 
with beauty and accuracy. The conclufion recommends 
SHAKESPEARE and MILTown as affording fit fub- 
jects for the pencil, in thefe energetic lines : 


“ Far nobler guides their better aid fupply : 
When mighty SHAKESPEARE to thy judging eye 
Prefents that magic glafs, whofe ample round 
Refleéts each figure in creation’s bound, 
And pours, in floods of fupernatural light, 
Fancy’s bright beings on the charmed fight ; 
This chief enchanter of the willing breaft, 
Will teach thee all the magic he poffett. 
Plac’d in his circle, mark, in colours true, 
Each brilliant being that he calls to view : 
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Wrapt in the gloomy ftorm, or rob’d in light, 
His weir’d fifter or his fairy fprite ; 
Boldly o’er-leaping, in the great defign, 
The bounds of nature with a guide divine, 
Let Mitton’s felf, conductor of thy way, 
Lead thy congenial fpirit to pourtray, 
In colours like his verfe, fublimely ftrong, 
The fcenes that blaze in his immortal fong. 
See M1cHAEL, drawn by many.a fkilful hand, 
As fuits the leader of the feraph-band ! 
But oh! how poor the proftrate saTAN lies, 
With beftial form debas’d and goatith eyes ! 
How chang’d from him who leads the dire debate, 
Fearlefs, though falien, and in ruin great! 
Let thy boid pencil more fublimely true, 

refent his arch-apoftate to our view; 
In worthier femblance of infernal pow’r, 
And proudly ftanding like a ftately tow’r; 
While his infernal mandate bids awake 
His legions, flumbering on the burning lake. 
Or paint him falling from the realms of blifs, 
Hur!’d in combuftion to the deep abyfs ! 
In light terrific let the flath difplay 
His pride ftill proof againft Almighty fway ; 
Tho’ vanquifh’d yet immortal, let his eye 
The lightning’s blaze, the thunder’s bolt defy, 
And, ftill with looks of execration, dare 
To face the horrors of the laft defpair. 
To thete great lords of fancy’s wide domain, 
That o’er the human foul unqueftion’d reign ; 
To their fuperior guidance be confign’d 
Thy rival pencil and congenial mind!” 


Of the Mifcellaneous Pieces, the Ode infcribed to 


Yohn Howard, Efg. prefents us with thefe exquifite 
lines in praife of Benevolence : 


Swect is the joy whea fcience flings 
Her light on philofophic thought ; 
When genius, with keen ardour, fprings 
To clafp the lovely truth he fought: 
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Sweet is the joy when rapture’s fire 
Flows from the fpirit of the lyre ; 
When /iberty and virtue roll 
Spring-tides of fancy o’er the poet’s foul, 
That waft his flying bark thro’ feas above the pole, 


Sweet the delight when the gall’d heart 
Feels confolation’s lenient hand ; 
Bind up the wound from fortune’s dart, 
With friendfhip’s life-fupporting band! 
And {weeter ftill, and far above 
Thefe fainter joys, when pureit love 
The foul his willing captive keeps! 
When he in blifs the melting fpirit fteeps, 
Who drops delicious tears, and wonders that he 
weeps ! 


But not the brighteft joy which arts 
In floods of mental light beftow ; 
Nor what friendfhip’s zeal imparts, 
Bleft antidote of bittereft woe ! 
Nor thofe that love’s fweet hours difpenfe, 
Can equal the extatic fenfe, 
When, {welling to a fond excefs, 
The grateful praites of relievw’d diftrefs 
Re-echoed thro’ the heart, the foul of BouNTY 
blefs ! 


Nor fhall we omit to introduce, in this place, the 
following little piece, in which there is much playful 
pleafantry. We muft, however, beg the young 
reader to recolleét, that Mr. Gibbon was the author 
of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, that the 
Eagle was borne in the Roman ftandard, and that this 
noble animal was the dirdof Jove. 


A CARD OF INVITATION TO MR. GIBBON, AT 
BRIGHTHELMSTONE, 17381, 
An Englith fparrow, pert and free, 
Who chirps beneath his native tree, 
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Hearing the Roman Eagle’s near, 

And feeling more re fpeat than fear : 
Thus, with united love and awe, 
Invites him to his thed of itraw. 

Tho’ he’s but a twittering fpatrow, 

The field he hops in rather narrow ; 
When nobler plumes attraét his view, 
He ever pays them homage due; 

And looks with reverential wonder 

On him whofe talons bear the thunder. 
Nor could the jack-daws e’er inveigle 
His voice to vilify the eagle; 

Tho’ iffuing from thofe holy tow’rs, 

In which they build their warmeft bow’rs ; 
Their fovereign’s haunt they ww ree 
In hopes to find him on his perct 

(For Pinpar fays, befide his G God, 
The thunder-bearing bird will nod) 
Then peeping round his {till retreat, 
They pick from underneath his feet 
Some molted feather he lets fall, 

And {wear he cannot fly at all. 

Lord of the fky ! whofe pounce can tear 
Thefe croakers that infeft the air, 
Truft him the Sparrow loves to fing 
The praife of thy Imperial wing ! 
He thinks thou’lt deem him on his word 
An honeft, tho’ familiar bird ; 

And hopes thou foon wilt condefcend 
To look upon thy little friend ; 

That he may boaft around his grove, 
A vifit from the—B1IRpD oF Jove,” 


The /econd volume includes Ais Effay on Hiftory, in 
Three Epifiles to Edward Gibbon, Efq. which was 
made public in 1780, and met with liberal approbation. 
HiIsTORIANS, ancient and modern, are here deli- 


neated with a matterly hand—Rapin and Hume are 
thus well defcribed ; 
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Nor thalt thou want, Rapin, thy well-earn’d praife, 
The fage PoLysius thou, of modern days! 

Thy tword, thy pen, have both thy name endear’d, 
This join’d our arms, and that our ttory clear’d: 
Thy foreign hand difcharg’d the hiftorian’s truit, 
Un{way’d by party and to freedom juft. 

To letter’d fame we own thy juft pretence, 

From patient labour and from candid fenfe. 

Yet public favour, ever hard to fix, 

Flew from thy page as heavy and prolix: 

For, foon emerging from the fophift’s fchool, 

With fpirit eager, and with judgment cool ; 

With fubtle ‘kill to fteal upon applaufe, 

And give falfe vigour to the weaker caufe ; 

To paint a fpecious fcene with niceft art, 

Retouch the whole and varnith every part; 
Graceful in ftyle, in argument acute, 

Matter of every trick in keen difpute ! 

With thefe ftrong powers to form a winning tale, 
And hide deceit in moderation’s veil ; 

High on the pinnacle of fafhion plac’d, 

Hume fhone the idol of hiftoric tafte. 

Already pierc’d by freedom’s fearching rays, 

The waxen fabric of his fame decays. 

Think not, keen fpirit! that thefe hands prefume 
To tear each leaf of laurel from thy tomb. 

Thefe hands! which, if a heart of human frame 
Could ftoop to harbour that ungenerous aim, 
Would thield thy grave, and give, with guardian care, 
Each type of eloquence to flourifh there ! 

But public love commands the painful tafk 

From the pretended fage to ftrip the mafk ; 

When his falfe tongue, averfe to FREEDOM’S caufe, 
Profanes the fpirit of her ancient laws. 

As Afia’s foothing opiate drugs by ftealth 

Shake ev’ry flacken’d nerve, and fap the health; 
Thy writings thus, with noxious charms refin’d, 
Seeming to foothe its ills, unnerve the mind; 
While the keen cunning of thy hand pretends 

To ftrike alone at party’s abject ends— 
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Our hearts more free from faétion’s weeds we feel, 
But they have lott the fewer of patriot zeal / 

Wild as thy feeble metaphyfic page, 

Thy hiftory rambles into fceptic rage: 

Whofe giddy and fantaflic dreams abufe 

A Hampven’s virtue and a SHAKESPEARE’s mufe,” 





Mr. Haytey’s next performance occupying the 
third volume, is—An Effay on Epic Poetry, in Five 
Epiftles to the Reverend Mr. Mason, where he 
fketches, in a very pleafing manner, the charms of ge- 
nuine poetry. We mutt not trace him through ail his 
meanderings. But we cannot deny a place to his de. 
lincation of MILTON, our favourite poet : 













« Apart, and ona facred hill retir’d, 

Beyond all mortal infpiration fir’d, 

The mighty Mitton fits—an hoft around 

Of lift’ning angels guard the holy ground ; 
Ainaz’d, they fee a human form afpire 

To grafp, with daring hand, a feraph’s lyre, 

Inly irradiate with celeftial beams, 

Attempt thofe high, thofe foul-fubduing themes; 
(Which humbler denizens of heaven decline) 
And celebrate, with fanétity divine, 

The flarry field, from warring angels won, 

And God triumphant in his victor fon ! 

Nor lefs the wonder and the fweet delight, 

His milder fcenes and fofter notes excite ; 

When, at his bidding, Eden’s blooming grove 
Breathes the rich fweets of innocence and love. 
With fuch pure joy as our forefather knew, 
When Raphael, beav’nly gueft, firft met his view, 
And our glad fire, within his blifsful bow’r, 
D.ank the pure converfe of th’ ethereal power; 
Round the bleft bard his raptur’d audience throng, 
And feel their fouls imparadis’d in fong !” 
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fourth volume of Mr. HayLey’s works is 
entirely filled with #otes on the preceding effay. In- 
deed notes are affixed of confiderable length to each of 
his Egzys, replete with information. They fhew 4 
very 
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very general acquaintance with books, and a thorough 
knowledge of his fubje&t. The mere colletion of 
them evinces a conftanr and perfevering induftry. 

Volume the ffté contains that beautiful little poem, 
Triumphs of Temper, which has undergone feveral 
editions, and has attained a great and deferved popu- 
larity. It is written in imitation of Pope’s Rape of the 
Lock; and, according toa modern critic, the Poet has 
“caught fomething of the gloomy grandeur of Dante, 
as weil as the wilder fancy of Spenfer.”’ We have read 
it with pleafure, and were charmed with its plan and 
tendency. A young lady, of the name of SERENA, Is 
delineated as pafiing through various érza/s, almoft pe- 
culiar to the condition of the fair fex, over which fhe 
obtains a final and complete viétory. Her refidence 
with her father and aunt, is, in many refpeéts, uncom- 
fortable; but thence fhe is at laft removed and made 
happy in the arms of a GOOD HUSBAND, by whom 
her merits are difcerned and her patient virtues re- 
warded. The whole poem is diftributed into Six Can- 
ios, and parts might be pointed out of fuperior elegance 
and beauty. Many moral hints are alfo fcattered, by 
which the female mind cannot fail of being delighted 
and improved. 

The entire defign of the poem is thus ingenioufly 
fummed up in the concluding paragraph : 


“ As the keen failor, whum his daring foul 
Has drawn, too venturous, near the freezing pole; 
Who, having flighted caution’s tame advice, 
Seems wedg’d within imperious worlds of ice ; 
If from each chiliing form of peril free, 

At length he reach the unencumber’d fea, 
With joy fuperior to his tranfient pain, 
Rufhes, exulting, o’er th’ expanfive main ; 
Such ftrong delight SERENa«’s bofom fhar’d, 
When {weet seflection to her heart declar’d, 
That all the triads of her fate were paft, 

And love’s decifive plaudit feal’d the lait. 
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Her airy guard prepares the fofteft down 

From peace’s wing to line the nuptial crown ; 
Her {miles accelerate the bridal morn, 

And clear her votary’s path from every thorn. 
On the quick match the prude’s keen cenfures fall, 
Blind to the heav’nly power that guided all; 

But mild Serena fcorn’d the prudith play, 

To wound warm love with frivolous delay ; 
Nature’s chafte child, not affeétation’s flave, 

The heart the meant to give, the frankly gave. 
Thro’ her glad fire no gouty humours run, 
Jocund he glories in his deftin’d fon. 

Penecore herfelf no longer feen, 

{n the four femblance of tormenting fpleen, 

Buys for her niece the robes of nuptial ftate, 

Nor {colds the mercer once thro’ all the long debate. 
For quick difpatch, the honeft man of law, 
Toils halt the night the legal ties to draw; 

At length th’ enraptur’d youth, all forms complete, 
Bears his (weet bride to his paternal feat. 

On a fair lawn the cheerful manfion ftood, 

And high behifd it rofe a circling wood, 

As the bleft lord of this extenfive reign, 

Led his dear partner thro’ her new domain ; 
Withlfond furprize Senewa foon defery’d 

A temple, rais’d to her ethereal guide. 

Its ornaments fhe view’d with tender awe, 

Their fathion fuch as fhe in vifion faw; 

For the kind youth her grateful {mile to gain, 
Had, from her clear defcription, deck’d the fane ; 
Joyful he cried, to his angelic wife, 

** Be this kind pow’r the worfhip of our life !” 
He {poke, and led her to the inmoft fhrine, 

Here Jink’d, in rofy bands, two votaries fhine ; 
The pencil had imparted life to each, 

With energy that feem’d beyond its reach. 

Firtt ftood Conaubial love, a manly youth, 

Whofe bright eye fpake the ardent vows of truth ; 
Friendjhif, {weet {miling, fill’d the fecond place, 
In ail tic fofter charms of virgin grace ; 
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Their meeting arms a myftic tablet raife, 

Deck’d with thefe lines—the MoRAL of my lays; 

“ VirTueE’s an ingot of Peruvian gold, 

Sense the bright ore Potofi’s mines unfold ; 

But TEMPER’S image mutt their ufe create, 

And give thefe precious metals STERLING WEIGHT.” 


The fxth and lat volume furnifhes us with sragedies 
and comedies, fome of the latter being written in 
rhyme, which peculiarity did not receive general ap- 
probation. It was done chiefly by way of experiment, 
but rather failed of its effet. They thew, however, 
the great ativity of the author’s mind, combined with 
a unremitting induftry. The names of thefe pieces 
ate Happy Prefcription, Two Connoifiurs, Maufoleum, 
allcoMEDIES—Marcella and Lord Rujfel, TRAGE- 
DIES. 

It only remains that we mention two of Mr. Hay- 
Ley’s profe productions, which have been much read 
and admired. 

The Hiflory of Old Maids is ufually afcribed to 
this ingenious writer, and contains a fund of enter- 
taimment. The defeéts and virtues of the venerable 
ffterhood, are detailed with great humour, and are 
calculated to excite our rifibility. Various characters 
are drawn with a mafterly hand, which are to be 
found in real life. For our own part, we fympathize 
with the aged maidens, and wifh them well through 
the remaining ftages of their exiftence. We mean 
not to apologize for their infirmities; but we are per- 
fuaded that they fuffer much unmerited obloquy. 
Among them individuals are to be found who adorn 
humanity. 

The Life of Milton is, we believe, Mr. Hay- 
LRY’s laft produétion, and this produétion alone would 
have handed down his name to pofterity. The events 
ofthe great Poet’s life are detailed with eafe and perf- 
picuity. The brutal accufations of Johnfon are re- 
Pelled with fpirit and ability. The reflections with 

which 
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which the narrative is interfperfed, are ingenious and 
ufeful. We dare pronounce that no impartial indivi. 
dual can rife from the perufal of this volume, without 
fecling an additional efteem and reverence for the fub. 
ject of this Memoir. The biographer has performed 
an arduous tafk, and is entitled to the thanks of the 
Britith nation. We fpeak with confidence ; for we 
have lately read the work more than once with in 
creafing fatisfaction, 

Mr. Hay tey fill refides at his beloved feat of 
Eartham, and has occafionally a cottage near Bognor,a 
few miles diftant, at the fea-fide, for the fake of a fon, 
who is in a very infirm ftate of health. We heartily 
with his reftoration ; and may the atoiable parent live 
for many years to come, enjoying every perfonal blef- 
fing, and continuing his well-direéted efforts towards 
the inftruétion and entertainment of mankind ! 





THE REFLECTOR. 
[No. XXXIV.] 
THOMSON’S POEM TO THE MEMORY OF SIR 
ISAAC NEWTON. 


Shall the great foul of Newton quit this earth 
To mingle with his ftars, and every mufe, 
Aftonifh’d into filence, fhun the weight 
OF honours due to his illuftrious name 3 
But what can man? Ev’n now the fons of light, 
In ftrains high warbled, to feraphic lyre, 
Hail his arrival on the coatt of blifs ! 
Yet am not I deterr’d, tho’ high the theme, 
And fung to harps of angels; for with you 
Ethereal flames! ambitious [ afpire, 
In nature’s general fymphony to join. 
THOMSON, 
HE mufe of THomson having faithfully deli- 
neated the Seajons, celebrated the charms of ra- 
tional Liderty, and pourtrayed the languors of Indb- 
dence, here recounts the praifes of Sir Lfaac ~~ 
that 
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that wonderful man, who may at once be denominated 
the pride and ornament of our ifland! He was born in 
Lincolnfhire, and died in 1727, at an advanced period 
of life. The eulogies poured forth at his deceafe were 
not afew, both in profe and poetry. Our favourite bard, 
however, has evidently borne away the palm in this 
honourable conteft ; he touched the lyre, on this occa- 
fon, with a mafterly hand, and excites a high degree of 
our admiration. 

Sir Isaac Newron hasbeen jufily entitled Priz- 
ceps Philofophorum—the Prince of Modern Philofophers. 
His patient inveftigations, laborious refearches, and ex- 
tenfive difcoveries, are the fubjeét of our aftonifhment. 
Into almoft every department both of mathematics and 
natural philofophy, he introduced many confiderable 
improvements. The natural comprehenfivenefs of his 
mind, joined to an unwearied {pirit of enquirv, enabled 
him to bring a wider range of objets. within the {phere 
of his obfervation. Towering beyond the ufual ex- 
curfion of his {pecies, he travelled through the immen- 
fity of fpace with comparative eafe and rapidity. By 
his fuperior qualifications, he fhook off the prejudices 
of former times, and laid his foul open to the extent and 
grandeur of his fubjeé&t. He, indeed, rofe above the 
cloudy atmofphere which common mortals inhale, and 
efcaping the thick fogs of fenfe and paffion, reached to 
amoft extraordinary extent of {peculation, embracing 
within his mighty grafp the wonders of creation ! 

The difcoveries of Sin Isaac NEWTON were ar- 
ranged and illuftrated by the celebrated mathematician 
Mr. Maclaurin, who thus brought them down to or- 
dinary capacities. Iris alfo faid that Thomfon pro- 
cured an analy fis of thefe difcoveries from a friend, and 
then threw them into his enchanting verfe. Perhaps 
there never was a poem of equal fize, in which the 
principles of the Newtonian philofophy are fo briefly 
detailed, and yet fo beautifully illuftrated. The dryne(s 
of fpeculation vanifhes, and the topic prefents itfelf to 
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our powers of vifion, decked with the variegated co. 
lours of the rainbow ! 

In our motto the poet opens the fubjeét of his eu- 
logy with an animation which fhews that his foul was 
apprifed of the tafk he had undertaken. Having 
avowed his determination to join, even with the angels, 
in the celebration of the:r theme, he thus ftrikingly 
proceeds : 


And what zew wonders can you fhew your gueft! 
Who, while on this dim fpot where mortals toil, 
Clouded in duit from motion’s fimple laws, 

Could trace the fecret hand of Providence 
Wide-working thro’ this univerfal frame | 

Have ye not liftened while he bound the funs 
And planets to their fpheres! th’ unequal tafk 

Of human-kind till then. Oft had they roll’d 
O’er erring man the year, and oft difgrac’d 

The pride of {chools, before their courfe was known 
Full in its caufes and effeéts to him, 

All-piercing fage ! who fat not down and dream’d 
Romantic fchemes, defended by the din 

Of {pecious words and tyranny of names ; 

But bidding his amazing mind attend, 

And with heroic patience, years on years 

Deep fearching, faw at laft the fyftem dawn 

And fhine, of all his race, on #1 alone ! 


The pleafures which the philofopher muft have ex- 
perienced on the contemplation of his vaft difcoverics, 
are thus expreffively defcribed : 


What were Ais raptures then! how pure! how ftrong; 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, 
By his diminifh’d ; but the pride of boys 
In fome {mall fray victorious ! when inftead 
Of fhatter’d parcels of this earth, ufurp’d 
By violence unmanly, and fore deeds 
Of cruelty and blood, Nature herfelf, 
Stood all-fubdu'd by him, and open laid 
Her ev’ry latent glory to his v.ew! 
THOMSON 
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THOMSON then mentions the planetary /yftem rolling 
fucceffively around the orb of day with filent, but not 
j unimpreffive dignity: the Poet therefore naturally 
5 breaks out in the fu lowing fublime firain : 


Us 


O unprofafe magnificence divine, 

A-witdom truly perfect! thus to call 

From a few caufcs fuch a fcheme of things, 
Effects fo various, beautiful, and great, 

An univerfe complete! and O belov’d 

Of heaven! whofe well-purg’d penctrative eye 
The myttic veil tranfpiercing, inly fcann’d 
The rifing, moving, wide-eftablifh’d frame ! 


The difcoveries of Sir Ifaac Newton are then touched 
upon, particularly his doétrines refpeéting the wander- 
ing of comets—the vibrations of found, and the feven 
primary co/ovrs into which all the inferior dyes are re- 
folved. This latter fubjeét the Poet fketches with his 

ufual delicacy — 


Ew’n light itfelf, which ev’ry thing difplays, 
Shone undifcover’d, till his brighter mind 
Untwitted all the thining robe of day, 

And, from the whit’ning undiftinguith’d blaze, 
Colleéting ev'ry ray into his kind, 

To the charm’d eye educ’d the gorgeous train 
Of parent colours. Firft the flaming red 
Sprung vivid forth; the tawny orange next; 
And next delicious ye//ow 3 by whofe fide 

Fell the kind beams of all refrefhing green = 
Then the pure d/ue, that {wells autumnal fkies, 
Ethereal play’d, and then of fadder hue 
Emerg’d the deepen’d indigo. as when 

Tie heavy-fkirted evening ¢roops with froft, 
While the laft gleamings of refraéted light 
Dy’d in the fainting violet away. 

Tiefe, when the clouds diitil the rofy fhow’r, 
Shine out diftinc adown the wat’ry bow, 
While o’er our heads the dewy vifion beads 
Delightful, melting on the fields beneath. 

Ff 2 Myriads 
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Myriads of mingling dyes from thefe refult, 
And myriads ftill remain ; infinite refource 
Of beauty, ever-bluthing, ever-new ! 








































Sir Ifaac employed his great powers on the abftrufe 
and dry fubjeét of chronology; even this topic, mof 
unpromifing to poetry, is thus poetically delineated ; 

The noifelefs tide of time all bearing down 
To vaft EreRNITY’s unbounded fea, 

Where the green iflands of the happy thine, 
He ftemm’d alone, and to the fource (involy’d 
Deep in primeval gloom) afcending, rais’d 
His lights at equal dittances, to guide 
Historran—wilder’d on his darkfome way. 


The Poet, however, in the enumeration of New- 
TON’s labours, feems to bend beneath the weight of his 
fubjeét, and juftly afks: 


But who can number up Ais labours ! who 

His high difcoveries fing ? when but a few 

Of the deep itudying race can ftretch their minds 
To what he knew? in fancy’s lighter thought 
How fhall the mufe then grafp the mighty theme ? 


The devotion and private virtues of our philofopher 
are next celebrated in appropriate ftrains ; and then he 
puts this pertinent quettion to the infidel 


And you, ye hopelefs glomy-minded tribe ! 
You, who unconfcious of thofe nobler flights, 
That reach, impatient at immortal life, 
Againft the prime endearing privilege 

Of being, dare contend. —Say, can a foul 

Of fuch extenfive, deep, tremendous powers, 
Enlarging ftill, be but a finer breath 

Of {pirits dancing thro’ their tubes awhile, 
And then for ever loit in vacant air ? 


This reflection naturally roufes the infpiration of the 
mufe, and gives birth to the following {pirited paflage, 
worthy of THOMSON: 

’ But 
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But hark! methinks I hear a warning voice, 
Solemn, as when fome awful change is come, 

Sound thro’ the world,  ?Tis €one—the meafure’s full, 
And I refign my charge !’? Ye mouldering ftones, 


ufe That build the tow’ring pyramid, the proud 
oft Triunyphal arch, the monument effac’d, 
' By ruthlefs ruin, and whate’er fupports 
The worthipp’d name of hoar antiquity, 
Down to the duit!) What grandeur can ye boatt, 
While Newton lifts his column to the fkies 
Beyond the wafte of time? Let no weak drop 
Be fhed for him. The virgin in ber bloom 
Cut off, the joyous youth and darling child, 
Thefe are the tombs that claim the tender tear 
And elegiac fong: But Newton calls 
Ve For other notes of gratulation high, 
his That sow HE wanders thro’ thofe endlefs worlds 
He here fo well defcry’d, and wondering talks, 
And hymns their author with his glad compeers, 
The Poet then concludes in an admonitory tone, 
fuitable to the gravity and dignity of the fubjeét, {till 
keeping in view his beloved NEwTONn. 
er O BaritTAin’s boaft! whether with angels thou 
re Sittefl in dread difcourfe, or fellow-blefs’d 
) Who joy to fee the honour of their kind ; 
O:, whether mounted on cherubic wing, 
Thy fwift career is with the whirling orbs 
Comparing things with things in rapture loft, 
And grateful adoration for that light 
So plenteous rais’d into thy mind below, 
From light himfelf; Oh! look with pity down 
On human kind, a frail erroneous race ! 
Exalt the fpirit of a downward world! 
O’er thy dejected country chief prefide, 
And be her Genius cail’d; her ftudies raife, 
Corre&t her manners and infpive her youts ; 
e For tho’ deprav’d and funk, the brought rzee forth, 
, And glories in ¢4y name; fhe points thee out 


To al! het fons, and bids them eye thy flar; 
it 1 ee While 
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While in expeétance of the sreconp life, 
When time shall be no more, ¢Ay facred duft 
Sleeps with her kins and dignifies the fcene ! 


Whenever the writer of this effay beholds Weft. 
minfter Abbey, thefe latter lines fpontaneoufly prefent 
themfelves to his mind in their charaéteriftic beauty, 
The allufion indeed is worthy of our Bard, who has 
treated every part of his fublime theme with an ele. 
vated propriety. 

Nor will the reader be now difpleafed with a few 
concluding refle€tions, warranted by the fober nature 
of our fubjeét, and fuggefted by the ciofe of the Ex. 
PIRING YEAR. 

To furvey the poetical produétions of paft times, 
hath been the peculiar province of our Reflector. We 
muft, therefore, remember, that the individuals to 
whofe talents we are fo much indebted, have been 
long ago removed from this {phere of being. Their 
race is run, their period of aétion is finifhed. But it is 
our chief confolation that the virtuous and enlightened 
mind fhail flourifh in a more perfect, ftate of exiftence 
beyond the tomb. However myfterious may be the 
mode of our tranflation thither, or however difficult 
our conceptions of the fubje&, yet of its truth we are 
aflured by the voice of reafon and revelation. How 
exhilarating is the profpeét ! how calculated to urge us 
on in our mental and moral improvement ! The clouds 
which hover over this frail and feverith ftate of being, 
are thus in a meafure difllipated, and breaking through 
the gloom: eccafioned by the inceffant lapfe of time, we 
anticipate with delight and fupreme fatisfaétion the 
funfhine of ETERNAL DAY ! 


GOSSIPIANA. 
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GOSSIPIANA. 
[No. XXXVI] 
LAUDE Sanguin, a French poet, who died at 


the clofe of the laft century, having had his houfe 

confumed by lightning, fent the following ingenious 
card to Lewis XIV. on the occafion. The Monarch 
at once felt the delicacy of the Poet’s verfes, and the 
ditre{s of his fituation, and cheerfully ordered him the 
one thoufund crowns, which were the objeét of his de- 
mand. 

To engage in your matters belongs not to me, 

This, Sire, inexcufable freedom would be ; 

But yet, when reviewing my miferies paft, 

Of your majefty’s income the total I catt, 

Ali counted (1’ve {till the remembrance quite clear,) 

Your revenue’s one hundred millions a year; 

Hence one hundred thoufand fer day in your pow’r, 

Divided, brings four thoufand crowns to each hours 

To antwer the calls of my prefent diftrefs, 

Which lightning has caus’d in my country recefs, 

May I be alluw’d to requeft, noble Sire, 

Of your time fifteen minutes, before I expire, 

A,B, C) D 


CURIOUS PROCLAMATION. 


WHEREAS a multiplicity of dangers have often oce 
curred by damage of outrageous accidents by fire: We, 
whofe names are here underwritten, have thought 
proper that the neceffity of an engine ought by us, for 
the better extinguifhing of which aforefaid oxtrageous 
accidents of Almighty God, may unto us happen, to 
make arate to gather alms and benevolence for the 
better propagating of which good inftrument. 


NuttTinG, Mayor. 


This was iffued fome years ago by a Mayor of 
Cambridge, 
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Cambridge, in confequence of the frequency of fires, 
and no engine being in the town. 


ANECDOTE OF THE LATE KING OF POLAND, 


Hrs Majefty, who was always an enemy to fuper. 
fluity, clearly evinced this difpofition in the following 
inftance. A fhoemaker being recommended to this 
monarch before he left Warfaw, aétually made his ap. 
pearance in a fuit of embroidered velvet. The King, 
till he was better informed, miftook the fon of Crifpin 
for one of the grandees of the kingdom, but difcovering 
his error, difmffed him with this reproof—“ That if 
his fhoemaker wore velvet, it would require fome confis 
deration on his part, to think of fome external diftinc- 
tion between them. 


WISDOM IN A MONARCH AND IN A SUBJECT. 


James the Firft, in one of his addreffes to his par- 
liament, cursoufly remarks— That wifdom in a /u- 
jeé is as inferior to wifdom in a MONARCH, as the 
glittering of a nail in a horfe’s fhoe 1s to the fplendour 
of a ftarin the firmament !”’ This brilliant fpeech was, 
no doubt, a proof of his Majefty’s modefly. 


ECONOMY. TWO ANECDOTES, 


Lapy Hardwicke, the Lady of the Chancellor, 
loved money as weil as he did, and what he got the 
faved. The purfe in which the great feal is carried, 
is of very extenfive embroidery, and was provided, du- 
ring his time, every year. Lady Hardwicke took care 
that it fhould not be provided for the feal-bearer’s pro- 
fir; for the annualiy retained them herfelf, having 
previoufly ordered that the velvet fhould be of the 
Jengih of one of the ttate rooms at Wimple. So many 
of them were faved, that at length fhe had enough fo 
hang the flate room and make curtains for the bed! 


Tuis 
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sy Tats fame Lady Hardwicke was equally provident 
for the table. Sometimes it was neceffary to give a 
dinner, but for fi/h the did not chufe to give money. Ve- 
nifon was accordingly fent up on fuch occafions from 

'° the park at Wimple, and this the took in her carriage 

g toa filhmonger’s at Temple Bar, exchanging it tor the 

is dainties required by her extravagant company. 

- 

, ONE WAY TO WIPE OFF A DEBT. 

> 


n A fire happening at a public houfe, one of the 
g crowd was requefting the engineer to play againft the 
f wainfcot ; but being rold 1t was in no danger, “I am 
. forry for that,’’ faid he, ** becaufe I have a long fcore 
. vpon it which 1 thali never be able to pay.’’ 


ATTENTION TO BUSINESS. 


A pawnbroker being upon his death-bed, the prieft 
: who attended him, held up a filver crucifix. The poor 
: dying man, forgetful of his Fefus, fixing his eyes upon 
it, cried out in a faint tone, * 1 cannot iend much 

t upon it.” 


EXPEDITION REWARDED. 


Lewis the Fourteenth, who loved a concife ftyle, 
met on the road, as he was travelling into the country, 
a pricft, who was riding poft; and ordering him to 
flop, afked haftily —‘*‘ Whence come you ?—Where 
are you going ?——-What do you want ?”’—The other, 
- who perfectly well knew the King’s difpofition, in- 
¢ ftantly replied—‘ From Bruges—to Paris—A bene- 
. fice !’’"—** You fhall have it,’ replied the King, and 
ina few days prefented him with a valuable living. 


oo 


TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT GRAY. 


ou ss CF Vw 


Taunton bare him, London bred him, 
Piety train’d him, virtue led him, 
Earth 
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Earth enrich’d him, heav’n poffefs’d him, 
Taunton blefs’d him, London prefs’d him, 
This thankful town, that mindful city, 
Share his piety and pity, 

What he gave, and how he gave it, 

Atk the poor and you fhall have it. 

Gentle reader, may heav’n ttrike 

Thy tender heait to do the like; 

And now thy eyes have read this ftory, 

Give him the praife and God the glory. 
Sturry. 


PETRARCH’s IDEA OF BOOKS. 


Few perfons know the value of books better than 
Petrarch. His friends having written him feveral 
apologies for not vifiting him, in which they declaimed 
again{t his love of folitude, as unnatural to a human 
being, and reproached him on his unfocial mode of life; 
Petrarch fmiled at their meffages, and made the follow. 
ing excellent remarks: “* Thefe people confider the 
pleafures of the world as their fupreme good, and not 
tobe renounced. But J have friends of a different de- 
{eription, whofe fociety is far more agreeable to me. 
The; are of all countries, aud of all ages; they are 
diftinguithed i in war, in politics, and in the fciences, It 
is very eafy to fee them, “they are always at my fervice. 
I call for their company, or fend them away whenever 
I pleafe ; they are nevertroublefome, and immediately 
anfwer all my queftions. Some relate the events of 
ages paft, others reveal the fecrets of nature; the? 
teach me how to live in comfort, ¢ho/e how to die in 
quiet. Thete drive away every care and increafe my 
gaiety by the brilliancy of their wit, whilf others 
harden my heart againft fuffering, fhow me how to 
reftrain my defires, and enable me to depend on myfelf 
alone. In return for all thefe fervices, they only re- 
quire of me achamber, in one corner of my manfion, 
where they may repofe in peace.” 





SERPENT 








\ 
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SERPENT CHARMERS. 


[From Sonnini’s Travels. ] 

T'a race of Pfylli, the people who flattered them- 

felves with poffeffing the quality of fetting fer- 
pents at defiance, charming them, making them follow 
them at their call, and curing their bites, fill exifts in 
Egypt. There is a feet called Saadis, from the name 
of their founder, a faint highly venerated by the Ma- 
hometans in this country, This Saad: had an uncle, a 
great man in Syria. Being fent one day for a bundle of 
fticks, when he had cut his faggot from the thrubs that 
grow in the wildernefs, he was at a lofs for a band. 
After much fearch to no purpofe, he bethought himfelf 
of tying together a few ferpents, and with this living 
cord he bound up his fticks. The uncle, delighted with 
his nephew’s ingenuity, faid to him: ‘ go about your 
bufinefs; you may now be left to ycurfelf, for you 
know more than I.’ Immediately on this, the learned 
youth fet out upon his travels, charming ferpents by his 
wonderful and fupernatural fkill, and had a great num- 
ber of difciples, to whom he communicated his talent. 
His tomb is near Damafcus, and is filled with ferpents 
and other venomous creatures, among which you may 
lie down and fleep, without the leaft danger. 

Such is the fuperftitious origin of a very numerous 
fe&t in Egypt, every individual of which inherits the 
art of its founder. Every year they celebrate his fef- 
tival, in a manner fuitable to their inftitution. They 
walk in proceffion through the ftreets, each holding in 
his hand a living ferpent, which he bites, gnaws and 
{wallows piecemeal, with frightful grimaces and con- 
tortions. This feftival, however, which I had withed to 
fee, is celebrated in the fummer ; and I was extremely 
defirous of a clofe examination of one of thofe ferpent- 
eaters. For this purpofe Mr. Forneti and I took the 
fame fteps as we had done in the bufinefs of the cir- 
cumcifion, and a /aadi came to my apartment, accom- 
panied 
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panied by a prieft of his fe&t. The prieft carried in 
his bofom a large ferpent of a dufky green and copper 
colour, which he was continually handling; and after 
having recited a prayer, he delivered it to the faadi. { 
obferved, that the teeth of the reptile had been ex- 
tracted ; it was, however, very lively. 

With a vigorous hand, the faadi feized the ferpent, 
which twifted itfelf round bis naked arm. He began 
to appear agitated ; his countenance was difcompofed; 
his eyes rolled ; he uttered terrible cries, bit the ani- 
mal in the head, and tore off a morfel, which we faw 
him chew and fwallow. On this his agitation became 
convulfive; his howlings were redoubled, his limbs 
writhed, his countenance affumed the features of mad- 
nefs, and his mouth, diftended by terrible grimaces, was 
all in a foam. Every now and then he devoured a freth 
morfel of the reptile. Three men endeavoured to hold 
him, but he dragged them ail three round the chamber. 
His arms were thrown about with violence on all fides, 
and firuck every thing within their reach. Eager to 
avoid him, Mr. Forneti and I were obliged fometimes 
to cling to the wail, to let him pafs, and efcape his 
blows. We could have withed the madman far away. 
At length the prieft took the ferpent from him; but 
his madnefs and convulfions did not ceafe immediately; 
he bit his hands, and his fury continued. The priet 
then grafped tim in his arms, paffed his hand gently 
down his back, lifted him from the ground, and recited 
fome prayers. By degrees his agitation diminithed, 
and fubfided into a ftate of complete laffitude, in which 
he remained a few moments. 

The Turks, who were prefent at this ridiculous and 
difgufting ceremony, were firmly perfuaded of the 
reality of this religious fury: and it is very certaim, 
that, whether it were reality, or impofture, it is im- 
poffibie to fee the tranfports of rage and madnefs ex- 
hibited in a more ftriking manner, or have before your 
eyes a man in a ftate more calculated to infpire oo“ * 

he 
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The great number of thefe ferpent-eaters has led 
fome to believe, and in particular Dr. Shaw, that they 
feed upon thefe reptiles. According to this Englith 
traveller, there are more than four thoufand perfons, in 
Cairo and its environs, who live wholly on ferpents *. 
This, however, is a miftake. Serpents make no difh 
atthe tables of the /aadis; and though in their cere- 
monies they devour a few ‘raw and alive, they by no 
means ufe them as food. In Egypt thefe men are much 
refpeéted; but they are only laughed at by the Turks 
inother parts of the Ottoman empire. 

I had an opportunity of converfing with a fheik, or 
prieft, of this te&t, who was a man of great candour; 
for, while he affured me that feveral of them had an ex- 
traordinary power over ferpents, he confeffed, that he 
had not the leaft claim to it, but, on the contrary, was 
much afraid of them. From this prieft I learned a few 
particulars, which I fhall relate. That they:may have 
ferpents always ready when wanted, they keep them in 
their houfes: but they take the precaution, to extraét 
their teeth. If any perfon be bitten by a ferpent, he 
runs to a faadi, who fays a few words over the wound, 
{carifies the part with a razor, and, after having filled 
his mouth with lemon-juice, fucks out the blood re- 
peatedly. Thefe men cure likewife the ferpent’s breath, 
a name which they give to certain inflammatory puf- 
tules, to which thofe who fleep in the open air withany 
part of the body uncovered are liable, and which they 
pretend are occafioned by the peftilential breath of a 
ferpent. The remedy they employ is cerufe mixed 
with oil of fenfamum. With this liniment they rub 
the puftules, never failing at;the fame time to mum- 
ble out certain words, without which no applica- 
tion would have any effeé&t. Such is the lot of human 
kind, that there is not a people in the univerfe, of 
whofe hiftory many pages are not oecupied by fuper- 
ftition. 

* Shaw’s Travels, vol. ii. 


Vox. VII. Gg 
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AN EXTARCT. 


INSIGHT INTO FUTURITY—WHETHER CONDv. 
CIVE TO OUR HAPPINESS OR NOY? 


T requires but little refle&tion to be affured, that an. 
ticipation is the moft grievous bane of happinefs 
with which we have to ftruggle. Day after day we 
dwell upon fome melancholy fubjeét—add fome new 
horror to the fombre caft of the mind, till diftraétion 
and defpair ufurp all its faculties ; and were it not that 
it is uncertain, whether the evils which we deplore will 
overtake us or not—were we not confoled by the poffi- 
bility that we may efcape them, life would, ere long, 
become abfolutely infupportable. 
It may be doubted, whether there be a mind which, 
in the outfet of life, is capable of bearing at once all that 


weight of difappointment and misfortune, which will | 


chaften it and atteft its virtues before it rifes to its re- 
ward. Coming along in gradual fucceffion, trials call 
forth energy after energy-—exercife gives vigour to in: 
firmity, and enables it, at length, to fubdue difficulties 
under which it would, formerly, have funk down : but 
were the whole tempeft of adverfity to break at once 
upon the aftonifhed mind, it would overwhelm the 
firmeft fortitude, and the world become one vatt hof- 
pital of defperation. It will be faid, perhaps, that if 
we forefaw all the evils of life, we fhould forefee their 
antidote alfo, and that the pleafures which await us, 
would compenfate for the pains; and as far as evil is 
the refult of our own foliy, it may hold good. Seeing 
the tendency of our own condudl, we may undoubtedly 
obviate and correé& it—But what fhall we fay of the 
evils which arife from the vices of others? Would my 
knowledge of futurity infpire the unfeeling with ten- 
dernefs, and fcreen my bofom from the wounds which 


they infliét ? would it arreft ambition in its mad career 
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of glory, theath the bloody fword of war, and heal the 
thoufand wounds which it has infliéted ? certainly not. 
Here then I am left a prey to all the horrors of appre- 
henfion, without even the broken reed of bare pollibi- 
lity on which to reft myfelf. 1 look forward to per- 
hapsa few days only—I fee the friend of my bofom 
flaan—a father, a brother driven from his country, 
loaded with the chains of captivity—our cottage burnt, 
myfelf a wanderer, imploring the ungrateful boon of 
charity, and dwell upon the piéture until my brain 
feoorches and fury maddens in my veins; had [ been 
fuffered to move along in happy ignorance, I might 
have enjoyed the fociety of thofe [ love, until the 1il- 
fated moment of feparation arrived. I might have gone 
on twining the woodbine and the jeffamine around our 
porch, and fung in all the confcioufnefs of innocence 5 
but, compelled to look into the dark volume of futurity 
—to count hour after hour, as bringing me nearer and 
nearer to the point at which my foul fhudders—every 
day ceafes then to be a day of happinefs, and all the 
pleafures of iife become vapid and taftelefs, bringing me 
nearer and nearer to the moment which tears thefond arm 
from thofe I love—which turns me adrift upon the world 
—expofed to poverty—the contumely of the proud—the 
infults of the bafe—the woodbine would bloffom 1n vain 
for me, and the fweet {cent of my eglantine have no 
charms for me. Under fuch circumftances, ignorance 
of futurity is certainly infinitely preferable to an infight 
into it, and the tendernefs of the Almighty is much 
more ftriking in the order of things which obtains, than 
in that for which we frequently figh. 





W.#H. 
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE MONTHLY VISITOR, 
OBJECTIONS 


To 


MR. MUDFORD’s ESSAY ON MARRIAGE. 
SIR, 
S the objeé& of your work is to amufe‘and inftrug 
the heart, to check errors that tend to miflead, 
and diftribute truth that muft infallibly elevate it, you 
will not condemn this little offering of mine, fince it 
{prings from the refpeét I bear my fellow creatures. 

In your publication you gave us, ‘* An Effay on 
Marriage, by W. Mudford.’’ I differ from him very 
much, and, asa fubfcriber, I conceive myfelf equally 
entitled to your indulgence. I therefore requeft, that 
you wiil fuffer me to oppofe a few fimple obfervations 
to his “ Army of hard words ;” and whether the vic- 
tory be Azs or mine, I leave to the judgment of your 
candid readers, 

In the firft part he recommends that, ‘* If a man 
Jinds his foibles counterbalance his virtues, he Jhould 
withhold from marriage.’ “* Should we not,’ {ays 
he, “keep them to .ourfelves, rather than load them 
on the weakneffes of another ?’’ 1 am attonifhed Mr, 
Mudford does not know, that nothing fo foon eradi 
cates the harth nature of man, as the fociety of an ami 
able woman. She does, indeed, uuload him of his vices; 
but inftead of buckling them on herfelf, the expels them 
with the charms ot her virtue; her example ferving as 
a continual check to his licentioufnefs, till in the end 
he finds himfelf a fit companion for the perfeétion that 
at firft awed him. 

Next he fays—“ We ought to enquire within our- 
Selves, whether we are abe to bear the petty cares that 
attend the fiate.’ Perhaps Mr. Mudford 1s a fingle 
man. Let me afk him then, if his ftate is exempt 
from cares? does he not find them as oppreffive “ 
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noify infant or a chattering wife? And T believe the 
cafe is very rare, when life becomes fo infupport- 
able as to drive a man from his home, and make him 
view, with ‘* the jaundiced eye of envy, the whole hu- 
man race.’ Let me afk, how many fuch gloomy huf- 
bands have come within the fpeculation of Mr. Mud- 
ford ? 

He next declares againft early marriages, and would 
frighten youth from a licenced confummation of their 
happinefs ; he is there moft impolitic, for his advice 
tends to decreafe the population of his country, of 
which he is, no doubt, a friend; befides which, he dif- 
fers from forme of the firft men who have treated on the 
fubjeét, among{t whom are Swift, and Goldfmith, and 
Franklin. 

He obferves that, “ For a man to marry his fervant 
is an infult to the human fpecies.’ Perhaps he does 
not admit, that a fervant forms a part of that fpecies ; 
or if fo, how can it be difgraced? Since it is but one 
part elevating another, For, the mafter, whom we will 
allow (for the fake of Mr. Mudford) to be the nobler 
being, does not defcend from his own exalted height, 
but only lifts another to his honours; it is an amiable 
aét, and worthy of a benign foul; and in what fuperior 
fphere, in the fcale of exiftence, does Mr. Mudford 
triumph that he fhould prefume to reprobate it? 

“ Let not the learned,’ {ays he, “ marry with the 
ignorant.’ Where is his philanthropy ? I thought it 
the propenfity of a good heart to delight in unveiling 
the cloud of ignorance, and to difplay to the expanding 
fenfibility of human nature, the radiance of truth and 
knowledge ? : 

But where are his powers of ratiocination, when he 
affirms, with fuch unrivalled modefty, that “ /¢ is az 
undoubted fa&t, that that man is wife who aéts confo- 
nantly to his own feelings.” Tine man who deftroys 
the lovelieft works of heaven—rNNOCENCE and VIR-~ 
TUE, and the maa who murders his father, are both 

G g 3 actuated 
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aCtuated by their owa feelings. Will Mr. Mudford 
call thofe men wife ?>—He does not! for, fpite of the 
erring reafon of his brain, his heart muft acknowledge 
that VIRTUE and w!sDOM are the fame. But what 
that learned axiom has to do with the fubjeét, I leave 
for him to explain; the following appears to me equally 
inexplicable. 

“¢ Let a man,” fays he, “ be banifhed to perpetual 
Savery, he will by progrefiive approximation to mifery 
become fo hardened, that the very idza of happinefs will 
be expelled from hits mind, and he will ceafe to think of 
itas a deftrable objed.”” 

He mutt ceafe then to be miferable, (let me inform 
Mr. Mudford) or there muft be happine(fs in his flavery, 
the objeét only ischanged; wild and extravagant as the 
hypothefis may appear, he muft aliow the laft, if he 
admits the firft; for a figh in mifery indicates an idea 
of happinefs; of which a man can never think without 
defiring to poffefs it; and, without comparifon, woe 
would not imprefs us with a figh, nor would joy exhila. 
rate us tc a imile.—The man then in banifhment mutt 
ceafe to be m:ferable if he ceafes to defire happinefs. 

Mr. Mudford’s Effay abounds with a number of 
other propofitions equally as curious as the above; and 
I do confefs (let him triumph) that I dare not attack 
them, they tower fo much above my comprehenfion. 

They feem to me * As two grains of wheat hid 
under two bufhels of chaff; we fhall fearch all day be- 
fore we find them, and when we do, they are not 
worth the fearch.”’ 


WILLIAM TEMPLETON, 


IRI 


SHOWER OF GOSSAMERS. 
[From White’s Natural Hiftory of Selborne.] 
N September 21, 1741, being intent on field di- 
verfions, I rofe before day-break ; when I came 
into the inclofures, I found the ftubbles and clover 
grounds 
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grounds matted all over with a thick coat of cobweb, 
inthe mefhes of which a copious and heavy dew hung 
foplentifully, that the whole face of the country feemed, 
ws it were, covered with two or three fettiny nets, 
drawn one over another. When the dogs attempted 
to hunt, their eyes were fo blinded and hoodwinked, 
that they could not proceed, but were obliged to lie 
down and fcrape the incumbrances from their faces 
with their fore feet. As the morning advanced the 
fin became bright and warm, and the day turned. out 
one of thofe moft lovely ones, which no feafon but the 
autumn produces ; cloudlefs, calm, ferene, and worthy 
the fouth of France itfelf. 

About nine an appearance, very unufual, began to 
demand our attention; a fhower of ‘cobwebs falling 
from very elevated regions, and continuing without any 
interruption till the clofe of day. Thefe webs were 
not fingle filmy threads, floating in the air in all di- 
re€tions, but perfeét flakes or rags; fome near an inch 
broad and five or fix long. On every fide, as the ob- 
ferver turned his eyes, might he behold a continual 
fucceflion of frefh flakes falling into his fight, and 
twinkling like ftars as they turned their fides towards 
the fun. Neither before nor after was any fhower obe 
ferved ; but on this day the flakes hung in the trees 
and hedges fo thick, that a diligent perfon might have 
gathered bafkets full. 





Ea 


MANNER OF WHIPPING 
AMONG 
THE ANTIENT JEWS. 

HIS punithment was not to exceed forty ftripes, 
and therefore the whip, with which it was to 

be infli€ted, being made of three thongs, and, each 
blow giving three ftripes ; they never laid on any cri- 
minal more than thirteen blows. Becaufe thirteen a 
thofe 
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thofe blows made thirty-nine ftripes, and to add an. 
other blow, would have been a tranfgreffion o: the lay, 
by adding two ftripes over and above forty. 
See Prideaux’s Conne&ions, 
Part Il. Book V. 





INTERESTING LETTER, 
WRITTEN BY COLUMBUS, THE CELEBRATED 
DISCOVERER OF AMERICA. 


[From Edwards’s Hiftory of the Weft Indies.] 
HERE is (fays Mr. Edwards) preferved among 


the journals of the honourable council in Jamaica, 
avery old volume in manufcript, confifting of diaries 
and reports of governors, which relate chiefly to the 
proceedings of the army, and other tran{aétions, in the 
firft fettlement of the colony. In this book is to be 
found the tranflation of a etter to the King of Spain, 
faid to be written by CoLtumBus during his confine. 
ment on this ifland. As it appearsto me to bear marks 
of authenticity, I fhall prefent it to my readers. It 
was written. probably, about eiglit months after the 
departure of his meffenger, Diego Mendez, who had 
attempted to rcach Hifpaniola in an Indian canoe. Hear. 
ing nothing from him in that interval, Cocumsus 
feems to have relinquifhed every hope of relief, and 
to have written this letter in an hour of defpondency, 
not as having any probable means of fending it to Spain; 
but on the idea that it would be found after Ais death, 
It is as follows : 


A Letter from CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS, in Fa- 
maica, to King Ferdinand. 
Jamaica, 1504. 
*© Diego Mendez, and the papers I fent by him, will 
fhew your Highnefs what rich mines of gold I have 
difcovered in Veraqua, and how I intended to ee: 
elt 
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left my brother at the river Belin, if the judgments of 
heaven, and the greateft misfortunes in the world, had 
not prevented it. However, it is fufficient that your 
Highnefs, and your fucceffors, will have the glory and 
advantage of all; and that the full difcovery and fet- 
tlement are referved for happier perfons than the un- 
fortunate Columbus. If’ God be fo merciful to me, 
as to conduét Mendez to Spain, I doubt not but he 
will convince your Highnefs, and my great Miftrefs, 
that this will not only be a Cafrle and Leon ; but a dif- 
covery of a world of fubjeéts, lands, and wealth, greater 
than man’s unbounded fancy could ever comprehend, 
or avarice itfelf covet ; but neither he, this paper, nor 
the tongue of mortal man, can exprefs the anguifh and 
afiQions of my body and mind, nor the mifery and 
dangers of my fon, brother, and friends! Already have 
we been confined ten months in this place, lodged on 
the open decks of our fhips, that are run on fhore and 
lahhed together ; thofe of my men that were in health, 
have mutinied under the Porras’s of Seville; my: 
friends, that were faithful, are moftly fick and dying ; 
we have confumed the Indians’ provifions, fo that they 
abandon us. All, therefore, are like to perifh by hun- 
ger, and thefe miferies are accompanied with fo many 
aggravating circumftances, that render me the moft 
wretched objeét of misfortune this world fhall ever fee ; 
a if the difpleafure of heaven feconded the envy of 
Spain, and would punifh, as criminal, thofe undertak- 
ings and difcoveries which former ages would have ac- 
knowledged as great and meritorious aétions! Good 
heaven, and you holy faints that dwell in it, let the 
King, Don Ferdinand, and my illuftrious miftrefs, 
Donna Ifabella, know that my zeal for their fervice 
and intereft hath brought me thus low ; for it is impof- 
file to live and have affliétions equal to mine! 1 fee, 
and with horror apprehend my own, and for my fake, 
my unfortunate and deferving people’s deftruétion. 
Alas! piety and juftice have retired to their habita- 

tion, 
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tions above ; and it is a crime to have undertaken and 
performed too much! As my mifery makes my life a 
burthen to myfelf, fo far the empty title of vice-roy and 
admiral render me obnoxious to Me hatred of the Spa- 
nifh nation. It is vifible that all methods are adopted 
to.cut the thread that is breaking; for I am in my ol 
age opprefled with infupportable pains of the gout, and 
am now languifhing and expiring with that and other 
infirmities, among favages, where I have neither medi. 
cines nor provifions for the body—prieft nor facrament 
for the foul. My men in a ftate of revolt—my brother, 
my fon, and thofe that are faithful, fick, ftarving, and 
dying ; tite Indians have abandoned us, and the gover- 
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nor of St. Domingo has fent rather to fee if I am dead, wretch 
than to Yuccour us, or, carry me alive hence ; for his and fee 
boat neither delivered a letter nor fpoke with us, difcove 
nor would ‘receive any letter from us, fo I conclude and, * 
our Highnefs’s officers intend that here my voyages miferat 
and life fhould terminate. O bleed Mother of God! § Ot tt 
that compaffionates the miferable and  oppreffed, nat 8 
why did not cruel Bovadilla kill me, when he rob- wil be 
bed me and my brother of our dearly purchafed gold, J SS" 5 
and fent us to Spain, without trial, crime, or ihadow childre 
of mifconduét? Thefe chains are all the trcafurest jy mente 
have, and ¢hey thall be Juried with me, if I chance to doms : 
have a coffin or grave; for £ would have the remem. She, i 
brance of fo unjuft an action perth with me, and, for the tude v 
Zlovy of the Spanifh name, be eternally forgotten. Let wealt! 
it nut bring a farther infamy on the Caltilian name; § °P all 
nor let ages to come, know there were any wretches 740 
fo vile in this, that think to recommend themfelves to gratef 
your Majeity, dy deftroying the unfortunate and mifer- * ( 
able CHRIS TOPHER CoLuMBuS, not for his crimes 9 which 
but for his fervices in difcovering and giving Spaina 1406,. 


NEW woRLpD! As it was heaven itfeif that infpired 
and conducted me toit! the heavens will weep for me, 
and fhew pity !- Let the earth, and every joul, init, 
that loves juftice and mercy, weep for ine! And you, 
O glo- 








THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 359 








0 glorified faints of God, that know my innocence and 
fee mv fufferings here, have mercy! for though this 
prefent age is. envious and’ obdurate, furcly thofe that 
are to come will pity me, when they are told that 
CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS, with his own fortune, 
ran the hazard of his own and brother’s life and with 
little or no expence to the crown of Spain, im ten yeafs 
and four voyages, rendered greater fervices than. ever 
mortal man did to prince or kingdom, yet was left to 
perith, without being charged with the leat crime, in 
poverty and mifery—all but his chains being taken.from 
him, fo that he who gave Spain another world, had 
neither fafety in it, nor yet a cottage for himielf nor his 
wretched family. But fhould heaven ftill perfecute me, 
and feem difpleafed with what I have done, as if the 
difcovery of this new world may be fatal to the old; 
and, as a punifhment, bring my life to a period in this 
miferable place ; yet do you, good angels, you that fuce 
cour the oppreffed and innocent, bring this paper to my 
great miftrefs. She knows how much I have done, and 
will believe what I have fuffered for her glory and fer- 
vice; and will be fo juft and pious as not to Jet the 
children of him that has brought to Spain fuch im- 
menfe riches, and added to it vaft and unknown king- 
doms and empire, want bread, or fubfift only on alins. 
She, if fhe lives, will confider that cruelty and ingrati- 
tude will bring down the wrath of heaven ; fo thatthe 
wealth I have difcovered fhall be the means of flirring 
up all mankind to revenge and rapine, and the Spanith 
nation fuffer hereafter for what envious, malicious, un~ 
grateful people do now *. 


* CoLumBus was cleared from the above accufation, of 
which he fo bitterly and juftly complains. He died in Spain 
1406,—Edit. 
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THE ASSES OF EGYPT. 
{From Sonnini’s Travels. ] 


F the horfes of Egypt claim diftin€tion b7 their 
M beauty and valuable qualities, the affes of the fame 
country are not lefs remarkable. It is indifputable, 
that the hotteft and drieft climates are moft favourable 
to horfes, fince thofe of Arabia, Perfia, Egypt, Barbary, 
and Spain, ftand foremoit in beauty and vigour. Affes, 
likewife, of a fpecies nearly related to them, attain the 
preateft’ excellence of figure and qualities in the fame 
climates, which appear to be natural to them. In pro. 
portion to their diitance from thefe they degenerate, fo 
that thofe of northern countries lofe all refemblance to 
thofe of the fouth. If this degeneration be not fo per- 
ceptiole with regard to horfes, very fine ones being to 
be found in the north, it is becaufe Europeans have 
changed the nature of thefe animals in their country, 
by procuring mares and ftallions from abroad, forming 
ftuds, croffing breeds, and lavifhing the minuteft atten- 
tions upon them, while they have not only béen carelels 
refpeéting the breed of their affes, but have degraded it 
by almoft total negle& and unmerited contempt. Badly 
fed, ftill worfe attended, oppreffed by heavy burdens, 
and ill-treated by biows, the afs of our country is un- 
queftionably a wretched flave. Degraded as low a 
poffible, he ferves only the meaneft of men, for whom 
he performs every thing his impaired condition will al- 
low. His name is become that of dullnefsand ftupidity. 
Yet he is docile, gentle, patient, and temperate to ex- 
cefs. Did neither the horfe nor the ox exift in our 
country, he would be held there in the higheft eftima- 
tion. But this is not the only inftance where modef 
and ufeful fimplicity, placed by the fide of more bril- 
Jiant and active qualitics, has been rewarded by ingra- 
titude, and excited derifion. 
How 
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How different this forry and degraded animal from 
the affes of Egypt and Arabia, which, as well as the 
horfes of thofe countries, are fuperior to any In the uni- 
verfe! Some are to be found there of great height; and 
thele are moft valued and efteemed, occafic mnaliy felling 
ata higher price than even hneles themfelves. Still, 
whatever be their height, their head is well placed, 
their eyes are brifk, and their body is plump. They 
have elegance | in their attitudes, gracefulnefs in their 
movements, and noblenefs and almott haughtinefs in 
their carriage. Their foot is fure, their ftep is light, and 
their paces quick, brifk, and eafy. In fhort, they are 
very pleafing to ride. All travellers have praifed this 
fine {pecies of animal. Peter della Vale, who paraded 
his pride a long time in the Eaft, relates, that the peo- 
ple there do not fcruple to ride upon affes, that they 
trot wonderfully, and that he has been ready to die 
with laughing at the fight *. For my one I was greatly 


furprifed at it. In Egypt, people not only ride on affes 
without hefiration, but, as I | 


ave already obferved, they 

were the only animals on which Chriftians of any coun- 

try were allowed to appear in the capial. The M 

hometan merchauts, and the moft opulent of the 

bitants, uled them likewile: and carriages being 

known in this country, ladics of the higher. ink, 

even the wives of the beys themfelves, had no other 

quipages. 

I once happened to meet the whole Aaram of a bey, 

Bhing an airing In the environs of Cairo. An equivo- 
al figure, an eunnch with a mean and ferocious coun- 

ince, preceded the ladies a fine horf 
with gold, filver, and embroidery. The 
mounted on affes of the higheft pri 


a 
Mficent piece oO! tapefiry COV ering th e {add le and crup- 
per reached downto the ground. It is to be prefumed, 
t o 


thefe animals ghttered with filver and gold, and at 
& 


Voyages, tome i. p, 142. 


hs Vaeee: Hh that 





THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 





en 
that the ladies were not deficient in charms: but they 
were mafqued with thick vels, and bundled up, as it 
were, in picces of ftufis, which did not allow either th 
face or even figure to be feen, and exhibited nothing 
but a fhapelefs mafs. Such meetings had nothing in 
them very pleafant to an European: he was not only 
obliged to alight in token of refpeét, but he muft alfo 
take care to avoid, I will not fay looking the ladies in 
the face, for this was invifible, but even looking at 
them ; the molt he could do being to eye them afkance 
as they paffed. If he ventured beyond this, it would 
have ¢fforded 2 pretence for an avanie, or been atten- 
ded with confequences ftill worfe. 

The affes of E; gypt have at leaft as much vigour a 
beauty. They readily perform the longeft journeys. 
More hardy than the ‘horfes, and lefs diffic ule with re: 
gard to the quality or quant ity of their food, they are 


preferred r long journeys acrofs the defert. Moft of 
the Muffulman pilgrims ufe . 1em for the long and la. 


n 4 
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borious journey to Mecca; and the chiefs of ‘the Nu- 
bian caravans, which are ag te a in paffing immenfe 
folitudes, ride wpon affes, that do not appear fatigued 
when they arrive in Egypt. 

The cruft of their hoots is defended by thin and light 
fhoes. The faddles they wear are fhaped like pack- 
faddles, rounded, and heightened by a pad foftly ftuf- 
fed, on which the rider fits much farther back than on 
a horfe. The ftirrups, which are fhaped nearly like 
ours, have only a fingle flat bar at bottom, the breadth 
of three fingers. Men ride without any houfings; but 
for women a piece of tapeftry, more or lefs rich, and 
fometimes reaching to the ground, ts laid over this fad- 
die. The affes are bridled in the fame manner as the 
horfes. In the principal ftreets of Cairo, and in the 
{quares, they ftand for hire ready bridled and faddled, 
being the hackney ccaches of this city. The perfon 
who lets them accompanies his afs, running behind to 
goad him on, and cry out torhofe who walk on feot to 

make 
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make way. When on a journey, the rider himfelf car- 
ries in his hand a little ftick pointed with iron, with 
which he pricks his beaft on the withers. 

When the rider alights, he has no occafion to tie up 
his afs. He merely pulls the rein of the bridle ught, 
and paffes it over a ring on the fore part of the faddle, 
which, confining the head of the beatt, is fufficient to 
make him remain patiently in his place. 

Though the Arabs do not take quite fo much pains 
to preferve the breed of their affes, as they do for pro- 
moting the excellence of their horfes, it may be faid 
with truth, that affes are no where attended with fo 
much care asin Egypt and Arabia. They are regu- 
larly rubbed down and wathed: which renders thelr 
coat {mooth, foft, and glofly: and their food 1s the 
fame as that of hories, commonly confifting of chopped 
ftraw, barley, and {mall beans. 

Toadd to the fpecies of ufeful animals, or, which ts 
the fame thing, to improve them fo as to render them 
more ufeful, is to increafe the advantages of public and 
private economy. If, without remitting our attentions 
tothe horfe, we deigned to pay a little regard to the 
als, though placed by nature fecond in the fcale, we 
could not fail to be gainers. For the attainment of this 
ufeful objeét, it would be neceffary to crofs the breed. 
Arabian or Egyptian males would improve the offspring 
of our females in firength and beauty ; and thefe, by 
repeated croflings, would produce with time and care 
an excellent breed of animals, fuired to the majority in 
point of expenfe, and not deititute of pleafing qua 
hities, 

The handfomeft affes feen at Cairo come from Upper 
Egypt and Nubia. On afcending the Nile, the in- 
fluence of climate on thefe animals is perceptible, they 
being of the greateft beauty in Said, while toward the 
Delta they are inferior in all refpeéis. So true it is, 
that they owe their excellencies to great heat and ex- 
treme drought. Jn countries, which, though very hor, 
Hha are 
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t the fame time wet, they are but indifferent : for 
In India, and even the fouthern moft parts of the penin. 
fula, which are nearer to the equator, but lik ewife 
more humid, than Arabia, Nubia, and Thebais, the 
affes are {1 mall, dull, weak, and ill- -thaped ) 

From the excellent qualities of the Egyptian affes, 
it is not to be wondered that they have been objeéts of 
Juxury. The opulent vied in keeping affes of the 
higheit price. Lo the Europeans fettled at Cairo, 
this was an indemnification for the reftraint from 
riding 










on horfeback, to which they were condemned, 
But this —_ s of luxury attraéted the attention of go. 
vernment in Aber It was deemed indecorous, that fo- 
reign mercha nts, abominated on account of their reli. 
gion, fh¢ ride a yon at eae fup yerior even to thofe 
kept for ti 


wives of the beys themfelves. This was 
fufficient 
forced contr ibutio Nn, an availe of 










to bring upon fe European merchants a 
four or five pi 
thoufand franks, which they were obliged to pay, f 
having | K ~ept fi nea affes. 








In the eatt, thefe were at all times among the num- 
ber of animals moft valued. They formed part of the 
wealth of the ancient patriarchs, as they ftill do of the 
herds of the wandering nations in the fame countries. 
The Egyptians alone abominated them. ‘To them 
they were the execrated emblem of the evil genius of 
Ty phon , of that giant monfter with a hundred heads, 
and a hundred mouths vom iting flame, the fon of Earth 
and Tartarus, who had dared to wage war with the 








rods, and had at lait been cut to pieces by Ofiris, one ot 
the deities of Egypt. “ihe inhabitants of Coptos in 
particular, fo publicly declared their inveterate ant- 









* Such at leaft is the affertion of the author of Eff 
Philofophiques fur les Mozurs de divers Animaux étrai- 


ny had obferved, that the afs 
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pa 
pathy to thefe animals, as to throw them down from the 
fummit of a rock ; and the people of Bufiris and Ly- 
copolis carried their fuperftition fo far as to refrain 
from blowing the trumpet, becaufe, in their opinion, 
its found refembled the braying of an afs * ! 





| 
CURIOUS PARTICULARS 


CHARACTERISTICOF EACH MONTHIN THE YEAR, 
Chiefly extradted from the New Edition of Dr. Aikin’s 


Caler dar of Nature. ~ 
eT ER teen 
CALENDAR OF NATURE, 
DECEMBER. 


Oh winter! ruler’of th’ inverted year, 

Thy fcatter’d hair with flcet-like athes fill’d, 

Thy breath congeal’d upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fring’d with a beard made white with other fnows 
Than thofe of age—thy forehead wrapt in clouds, 
A leaflefs branch thy fceptre, and thy throne 

A fliding car, indebted to no wheels, 

But urg’d by flornis along its flippery way. 

I love thee all unlovely as thou feem’f, 

And dreaded as thou art. 


ie ¢ month, in general, the moft unpleafant in 

the whole year. 2. Vapours, clouds and 
ftorms, form almoft the only viciflitudes of weather ; 
thus, according to Shakefpeare—‘* ‘The rain and wind 


* See the Differtation fur Typhon, par Abbé Banier, 
member of the Academy of Infcriptions and Belles Lettres, 
tome ili, page 116, 
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tiful, and ufed for giving a lufire to filks. 14. Lichens 
likewife fervice able in the economy of nature, forming, 
pon barren places, a s *Rretem of vegetable ‘woul for 
the fupport of larger and more ufeful plants. 15. A 
caftle or edifice ce deferted and ruined, foon becomes 
covered with lichens, deriving their nourifhment from 
thejair and rain, thefe decaying, turn into mould between 
the crevices, into whic! h fall the winged feeds of afh and 
fyeamore, thefe feeds expanding and enlarging in time, 
fplit into ye ces and overthrow the moft nay tOWCTS. 
a On the 21ft of December is the quinter /olfice, or 
fhorteft day, the fun being fomething lefs than eight 
hours above the horizon, even in the iouthern parts of 
this ifland. 17. Froft and {now now generally begin 
to fet in for the reft of the winter. 18. The farmer 
having little to do out of doors, attends to the feeding 
and management of his cattle, and various matters of 
houfehold economy. 19. The feftival of CoristMAS 
feafonably cheers - is comfortlefs period. 20. Great 
preparat ions fo in the country, and plenty of ruftic 
daintics itowiaed ‘for its celebration, acc rding to the 
rites of ancient hofpitality. 21. The o/d year tteals 
away unlamented, and fcarcely perceived. 22- The 
NEW YEAR be gins with lengthening days and brighter 
kkies, in{piring frett h he opes and pleating expectations: 


+ 


—-—_—_—_—-__———— Thefe naked thoots, 
Barren as lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintry mufic fighing as it goes, 
Shall put their graceful foilage on again ; 
And more afpiring, and with ampler fpread, 

shall boaft new charms, and more chai they have loft. 
Tl en each in its peculiar honours clad, 

ll publifh, even to the diftant eye, 
Its family and tribe. Laburnun, rich 
In ftreaming gold 5 fyring or iv’ry pues ; 
The fcented and the f{centlefs rofe ; this red, 
And of an humbler growth ; the other tall; 
And throwing up into the darkeft gloom 
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Of neighbouring cyprefs, or more fable yew, 
Her filver globes, light as the foamy furf 
That the wind fevers from the broken wave. 
Althea, with the purple eye—the broom, 
Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloy’d 

Her bloffoms and luxuriance, above all 





he jafmine, throwing wide her elegant {weets, Fo 
The deep dark green of whofe unvarnifh’d leat TI 
Makes more confpicuous, and illumines more TI 
The bright profufion of her fcatter’d ftars. Tl 
THEse Aave been, and THESE /fa// be in their day; In 
And al] this uniform uncolour’d fcene T 
Shall be difmantied of its fleecy load, T 
Aad flufh into VARIETY again |! T 
COWPER’S TASK, A 
- 
— ee C 
7 
AN 
EXCURSION INTO THE WEST OF ENGLAND, ‘ 
DURING THE MONTH OF JULY, 1799. } 
IN 

FOUR LETTERS TO A FRIEND. T 

BY THE REV. JOHN EVANS, A.M, vifit 

hen witk 

LETTER IV. had 

DEAR SIR, 9 
indt 

GREEABLE to my promife, I haften to give you qu 

an account of the remaining portion of my tour, - 

and hope you will not find this my /af# epiftle, wholly pie 
deftitute of entertainment and inftruétion. Th 
The day I left Taunton I rofe at an early hour, and em 
being favoured with the horfe of a friend, made a fhort to 
excurfion into the country. It was a moft beautiful lat 
morning ; the fun fteadily mounting to reach his me- Wi 
ridian height, flung his rays with a moderate intenfenefs ~ 
over y 
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over the furrounding landfcape. Nature prefented her- 
felf to me in a moft endearing afpeét, and almoft every 
objet I beheld, impreffed me with fenfations of delight. 
Indeed the charms of a fine morning are indefcri- 
bable : 


For who the melodies of MoRN can tell? 

The wild brook babbling down the mountain’s fide, 
The lowing herd, the fhepherd’s fimple bell, 

The pipe of early fhepherd dim defcried, 

In the lone valley ; echoing far and wide, 

The clamorous horn, along the cliffs above, 

The hollow murmur of the ocean tide, 

The hum of bees and linnet’s lay of love, 

And the full choir that wakes the univerfal grove ! 
The cottage curs at early pilgrlm bark, 

Crown’d with her pail, the tripping milkmaid fings, 
The whiftling ploughman ftalks a-field, and hark ! 
Down the rough flope the ponderous waggon ringsy 
Through ruftling corn the hare aftonifh’d {prings ; 
Slow tolls the village clock the dreary hour, 

The partridge burfts away on whirring wings, 
Deep mourns the turtle in fequefter’d bower, 

And fhrill lark carols clear from her erial tour. 


The purport of this excurfion was to pay a friendly 
vifit to a venerable widow, who refided at a village 
within a few miles of Taunton, the fituation of which 
was peculiarly retired and impreffive. Her only fon 
had, a few months ago, emigrated to America; being 
induced, by a flattering protpeét of independence, to 
quit his native country. She fhewed me the letter 
which the had iately received from him, containing the 
pleafing information of his fafe arrival at New York. 
The latter part of the letter glowed with the tendereft 
emanations of duty and affection; aiming, efpecially, 
to imprefs on the mind of his aged parent this confo- 
latory truth, that though the wide Atlantic rolled 
waves between them, yet, in the courte of every 
twenty-four hours, the sAME SUN fheds his kind- 
ly rays on their different habitations! This fimple 
illuftrauon 
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——— 
illuftration, di€tated by the warmth of his filial feeling, 
did honour to his heart. But alas! Ae is now no more! 
The melancholy intelligence has been fince received of 
the deceafe of this excellent young man, on the 22d ¢ 
Augutt laf, at Philadelphia. He was cut off in thre 
days by the yellow fever, that feourge of the Weftem 
Continent. From this diforder at New York, he hal 
actually fled, and was on his way to join a friend in 
Kentucky, after whofe fociety, to ufe his own forcible 
expreffions, ‘* his foul hungered and thirfted.”? Wel 
did Mr. Burke exclaim, on an occafion of fudden mor 
tality—‘* What fhadows are we, and what fhadows are 
we purfuing!”’ The virtues of GEoRGE WIche 
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will not be forgotten among the circle of his friends, fon a t 
by whom his modeft and unaffuming worth was juttly J Cornw 
appreciated. Be this paragraph facred to nis memory! Jj ugal a 
Upon my return to Taunton, the ftage coach was {oon In | 
ready, and my friend and I fet off for Wells. Were. § Tone, 
gretted the fhortnefs of our ftay in this pleafant town, @ mortal 
but we remained long enough to witnefs their affec- J pened 
tionate hofpitality. who € 
In two hours we arrived at BRIDGEWATER, 2 fea & little | 
port, not far from the Briftol Channel, whence a § ings | 
{pring-tide flows twenty-two feet at the key, and J toent 
comes in with fo much turbulence, that it is calleda § fred 
raging boar by the inhabitants. chef 
{ts church has a lofty {pire, from which there mut § whic 
be an extenfive profpeét of the furrounding country. rane’ 
Hither the Duke of Monmouth, together with Lord §j of ch 





Grey, and other of his officers, afcended to view the color 
fituation of the King’s troops on the very day before J foon 
the fatal battle of Sedgemoor. Thus ufed the unhappy § med 
Trojans, from the walls of Troy, to furvey the Grecian tion 
forces, by whom they were afterwards defeated and | Alf 
overthrown. ‘The iron bridge which is to be feen here, § ftrir 
and which ts fimilar to that in Colebrooke Dale, is a 9} as < 
real curiofity. In 1724 the Duke of Chandos builta § faid 
{treet in this town, with a range of convenient wares J hin 
houtfes. 
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joofes. The town fuffered feverely in the civil wars, 
and at laft furrendered to the artful and overpowering 
Cromwell. In 1685 the Duke of Monmouth lodged 
in its caftle, was proclaimed King there, and even 
touched many perfons for the king’s evil. It is impof- 
fle not to fmile at this ufelefs fuperftition. Even the 
seat Dr. Johnfon was, in his childhood, touched for it 
by Queen Anne, though he could not boaft of its heal- 
ing efficacy. All that he ufed to fay about it was, that 
he was the laft upon whom the good Queen tried the 
experiment, and that he juft remembered his being in- 
troduced to an old lady in a black fattin hood, finely 
ireffed and befpangled with jewels ! Bridgewater carries 
ona trade of fome extent with Briftol, Wales, and 
Cornwall. It had alfo a foreign trade, chiefly to Por- 
tugal and Newfoundland. 

In its river Parret, near its confluence with the 
Tone, is the {mall ifland of Arhe/ney, whither the im- 
mortal Alfred fled from the Danes, and where hap- 
pened the merry incident of the herdfman and his wife, 
vhoemployed the monarch in baking a cake! This 
litle ftory 1s wrought by Mrs. Barbauld, in her Even- 
ings at Home, into a pleafing drama, well calculated 
to entertain and delight the youthful imagination. Al- 
fred afterwards made the herdfman Bilhop of Win- 
chefter, and built a monaftery here, the foundations of 
which were difcovered 1674. Among other fubter- 
raneous remains of this building, were found the bafes 
of church pillars, confifting of wrought free-ftone, with 
coloured tiles, and other things of the fame kind; and 
foon afterwards near this ifland, was found a fort of 
medal or piéture of St. Cuthbert, witha Saxon infcrip- 
tion, which imported that it was made by order of King 
Alfred. It appears by its form to have hung by a 
fring, and it is conje€tured that the King wore it either 
as an amulet, or in veneration of St. Cuthbert, who 1s 
faid to have appeared to him in his troubles, and affured 
him of the viétories which he afterwards obtained. 

A little 
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A little beyond Bridgewater, to the right of the road 
which leads to Wells, lies the village of Sedgemoor, near 
which the Duke of Monmouth, and his adherents, were 
completely routed. The battle was fought July 6, 
1685. The following interefting particulars are worthy 
of being preferved. 

“© The approach of the King’s forces, under the com. 
mand of the Earl of Feverfham, was firft difcovered by 
Mr. William Sparke, a farmer of Chedzoy, who was at 
that time on the tower, and by the affiftance of a glafs 
faw them coming down Sedgemoor. One Richard 
Godfrey, of the fame parifh, was immediately dif- 
patched to Wefton Zoyland, to take a nearer obferva. 
tion, who, having informed himfelf of their ftrength, 
and the order of their encampment, ran to Bridge. 
water to apprize the Duke. A confultation being held, 
it was determined to affault the royal camp in the dead 
of the night. Accordingly on Sunday, July the sth,a 
little before midnight, the Duke’s party marched out 
of Bridgewater, taking Godfrey with them for a guide, 
who conduéted them through a private lane at Brad- 
ney (known at this day by the name of War Laxne,) 
and pafling under Peafy-farm, brought them, at length, 
into North Moor, direétly in the rear of the King’s 
army. Unluckily for the Duke, at this junéture, a 
piftol was fired by fome perfon unknown, which alarm- 
ing the enemy, they foon put themfelves in a pofture 
to receive the attack. 

‘* The a€tion began on Monday morning, between 
one and two of the clock, and continued near an hour 
and a half. Sixteen only of the King’s foldiers «ere 
killed (as appears from a memorandum, entered 
at the time, in the parilh regifter at Wefton) five 

of whom were buried in Wefton Church, and ele- 
ven ine Welton church-yard. Above. one hundred 
were wounded, and among them Louis Chevalier 
de Mifiere, a French gentleman, who died of his 
wounds, and lies buried in the church of Middle- 
zoy. Onthe part of the Duke three hundred were 
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killed in the field of battle, and five hundred taken 
prifoners, of whom feventy-nine were wounded. They 
were all confined in Wefton church, where five of them 
died of their wounds. About five hundred more were 
taken prifoners in the purfuit, and upwards of five 
hundred were apprehended afterwards by the civil 
officers and others. 

“ Immediately after the battle, the Earl of Fever- 
fham ordered twenty-two of the prifoners to be hanged 
on the {pot, four of whom were hanged in chains. The 
fate of one man in particular is too extraordinary to be 
paffed over, This perfon, who was remarkably {wife 
of foot, was prevailed upon, on condition of being par- 
doned, to entertain the general with an inftance of his 
agility. Accordingly having ftripped himfelf naked, 
ahalter was put round his neck, and the oppofite end 
of it was faflened to the neck of ahorfe. They ftarted 
at a place called Buffex-rhine, and ran from thence to 
Brintsfield bridge, a difiance fomewhat exceeding half 
a-mile ; and though the horfe went at full fpeed, the 
man kept pace with him the whole way. But, not- 
withftanding this exertion of his ability, and the terms 
of the agreement, the inhuman general ordered him to 
be hanged with the refi *. 

‘* The barbarity of the foldiers, who were employed 
in burying the flain, was yet greater. Several unfor- 
tunate men of the Duke’s party, who lay wounded on 
the ficid, were thrown into the earth with the dead ; 
and fome endeavouring, with the little ftrength they 
had left, to crawl out of their graves were pre- 
vented by the unfeeling foldiers, who difpatched them 
with their fpades !”’ 


* Alluding to the barbarities practifed by the Earl of 
Feverfham, towards his prifoners, Mr. Grainger remarks, 
“ His uncle, the famous Marfhai Turenne, who knew and 
practifed every part of generalfhip, never treated his prifoners 
ia this manner.” Toulmin’s Hittory of Taunton. 
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Upon reading this horrible account of Sedgemoor 
battle, and its attendant cruelties,; emotions of grief 
muft arife within our breaft. On fuch occafions we 
may well exclaim with a modern poet : 


Spirit of 
That through the ranks of WAR 2 doft range unfeen ! 
O God of batties ! when fhall flaughter ceafe, 
And man awake from this ftrange dream of life? 
Will not the tears of er and the cries ° 
Of countlefs orphans, and the fhrieks of death, 
Relentlets power! nor even 1 the fuppliant look 
Of mildly b: — mercy, ftay ¢hine arm ? 
It were a fight that would high heav’n rejoice, 
If the froud vider, in the awful hour 
Of widely wafting wai, and with the wreathe 
Of glory crown d. amid the loud acclaim 
Of warlike foldi diery, flufh’d with crimfon pride 
Of conqueft-—o’er the dying and the dead, 
If haply ne thould caft one pitying look, 


Drop his red fword, and weep the work of death ! 


War is in itfelf one of the greateft maladies that 
can affiét mankind. It is indeed that tremendous 
evil which Providence employs to punifh guilty na 
tions, when inferior chaftifements have failed in theit 
falutary operation. In its train follows a fcene of 
congregated horrors. Nor is any individual able to 
form an adequate judgment of its mifchiefs, except 
he has been an eye-witne{s to its devaftations, The 
late Mr. Mafon (a refpectabl le clergyman of the church 
of England) has moft juftly furnithed us with the fol- 
lowing picture of its effedts ; it is death perfonifed asa 
warrior : 


Hark! heard ye not yon footftep dread, 
That fhook the earth with thundering tread ; 
>Twas death !—in hafte 

The Warrior pat 

Migh tower’d his helmed head; 

I mark’d his mail; I mark’d his fhield; 
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I fpy'd the fparkling of his {pear, 

I {aw his giant arm the faulchion wield; 

Wide wav'd his bickering blade and fir’d the angry air! 

Defenfive war alone, indeed, can be juftified by the 

didtates of reafon or the precepts of Revelation. The 
Quakers, a mofi refpeétable body of people, are, how- 
ever, of opinion, that #0 war will admit of a fatisfac- 
tory vindication. They contend that their religion fo- 
lemnly prohibits every fpecies of deftruétion. Certain 
itis, that the doétrines of Chrift are of a moft pacific 
tendency ; that thofe perfons who have imbibed moft 
ot their fpirit, are leaft inclined to contention, and, 
finally, the prophecies affure us, that when revelation 
fhall have attained to its full efficacy on the human 
racey WAR SHALL BE NO MORE! In the mean time 
we mutt Jament the bloody contefts with which the 
world is filled ; nor can we help admiring Mifs More’s 
beautiful lines : 


O blind to think 
hat cruel] wAR can pleafe the Prince of Peace! 
He who ere¢ts his altar in the heart, 
Abhors the facrifice of human blood, 
And all the falfe devotion of that zeal, 
Which maffacres the world he died to fave. 





PERCY, 


Nor muft I quit this almoft boundlefs fubje&, with 
out communicating to you the following anecdote, re- 
lated by a very modern traveller—‘‘ I vifited,” fays 
he, “* with intereft and attention, the plain where the 
famous battle was fought between the Czar Peter the 
Great, and Charles of Sweden. The mound ftill re- 
mains that was built with the Jodres of the fain! On 
being dug into, it exhibits an awful me/ange of the 
fkeletons of men and horfes, with the iron heels of 
bovis, rufiy fpears, and broken weapons.” 

This account accords with a curious paffage to be 
found in the fir? Georgic of VirGiL, which a 
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Big manly bones, digg’d from their open’d graves ! Here 
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In'the year 1789, I myfelf went over the Plains of Jofe 
Culloden, near Invernefs, where the rebels where de- Edu 
feated with great flaughter, by the Duke of Cum ff... 
berland, April 16, 1746. Though near fifty year Ba. , 
had elapfed fince that period, yet the fpot where the " 
flain were interred was perfeélly. diftinguifhable from wh 
the reft of the moor by its funken ftate and extraor- an 
dinary fertility! I picked up half a fkull, which was ‘cd 
found juft beneath the furface of the ground, and Si 
brought it with me to England, as a relic of that J... 
memorable day. By this victory the hopes of an un- by | 


relenting enemy were extinguifhed, and the bleflings a 
both of liberty and of the Proteftant religion, fecured to 4 
us and to our pofterity. mae 

For this digreffion I make no apology—an_ hatred of Ch 
war and the love of peace, are indiffolubly conneéted Jol 
with the comfort and happine{s of mankind. % 

Paffing on from Bridgewater towards Wells, a lovely gre 


profpeét opened to us on the left, which might be pro- at 
nounced almoft unrivalled for its charming variety. Bit 
Part of Somerfetfhire, the Briftol Channel ftudded by Po 
the two little iflands called the Holmes, and in the fur- J 
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in the fkirts of the horizon—the latter of which, con- 
taining the place of my birth (natale folum) gave rife 
to pleafing fenfations. I involuntarily thought of many 
dear relatives and friends, encircled by their native hills, 
and enjoying the honeft gains of their peaceful induftry. 
The whole group of obje&s now engaging the atten- 
tion, conftituted no ordinary fcene, and was contem- 
plated by us with no common emotions, The union of 
land and water enters intoa highly beautiful landfcape— 
here we beheld them in perfection. 

We foon reached the ancient town of Glaftonbury. 
Here are the fine ruins of an abbey, once called the 
Mother of all Saints, which juftly attra&t the attention 
of the traveller. It is pretended that the bodies of 
Jofeph of Arithmathea, of King Arthur, and of King 
Edward the Confeffor, were buried here, for the place 
was diftinguithed in the earlieft periods of our hiftoery. 
At prefent the town is large and well built, contain- 
ing two parilh churches. On a fteep hill near this 
place, ftlands a very ancient tower, commonly called 
Giaftonbury Yor, commanding an extenfive profpeét, 
and ferving as a land-mark for feamen. Its hiftory is 
involved in profound obfcurity. Upon the fummit of 
this Tor the laft Abbot of this famous place was hung 
by the order of that cruel defpot Henry the Eighth, for 
not acknowledging his fupremacy. 

The hiil was allo remarkable for the holy thorn, 
which was faid, in former times, to bloffom yearly on 
Chriftmas-day. The ftory is, that it fprung from St. 
Jofeph of Arithmathea’s flaff, fluck by him in the 
ground. Jt would difcompofe the moft ferious gravity 
toread what Hearne, Broughton, and Camden, have 
written on this curious fubjeét. Dr. James Montague, 
Bithop of Bath and Welis, in King James the Firft’s 
days, was fo wonderfully taken with the oly thorn, 
that he thought a branch of it a prefent worthy the 
acceptance of the then Queen Anne, King James’s 
confort. Natural hiftorians have fince difcovered, that 
1i 3 this 
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this marvellous tree is only a particular deviation from 
the common ftandard of its fpecies. Thus does Science, 
by her divine influence, put to flight the dreams of fu. 
perftition. 

A few miles onward, we came to the fmall, but neat 
city of WELLS, which, together with Bath, forms a 
joint bithopric. It is fituated at the bottom of the Men- 
dip Hills, and derives its name from the great number 
of {prings that are in and about it. The cathedral isa 
fine piece of architeéture ; the front of this gothic ftruc 
ture, which has been built upwards of 500 years, is 
much admired for its imagery and carved ftone work, 
It has alfo a moft curioufly painted window. The pa. 
lace of the bifhop, fortified with walls and a moat, is 
reckoned the handfomeft in the kingdom. Here the 
pious Bifhop Ken and his lady were killed in their bed, 
by the palace falling in during the great ftorm of 1703, 
which did immenfe damage in different parts of the 
country. The city abounds with public charities. 

Not far. from Wells, on the fouth fide of the Mendip 
Hills, is a remarkable cave, known by the name of 
Okely Hole. The entrance to this cave is parailel to 
the horizon, at the bottom of a rock 180 feet high, and 
over the rock is a fteep mountain, the top of which is 
thought to be a mile above the bottom of the rock. 
At the entrance into the cave, there is a deep defcent 
of so or 60 feet ; the cave itfelf is about 200 feet in 
length, in fome parts 50 or Go broad, and the greatelt 
height is 50 feet, though, in fome places, the roof is not 
above four or five feet from the bottom. There are 
feveral partial divifions of it, which the imaginations of 
fome people have diftinguithed into a kitchen, a hall, 
a dancing room, acellar, and other apartments. Water, 
of a petrifying quality, conftantly drops from the roof, 
and forming a variety of ftony figures, fancy has im- 
proved them into refemblances of old women, dogs, 
bells, organs, and other things. The echo of any noife 
withia this cavern is {2 ftrong, that a large fone drop- 
ped 
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ped on the rocky bottom of the cave, founds with a 
noife as loud as the report of acannon, At the extre- 
mity of the cave there iffues a ftream of water fufficient 
to drive a mill, and pafling with rapidity and noife the 
whole length of the cavern, it burfts out through the 
rock near the entrance into the valley. 

We now took a poft chaife, and croffed the country 
to Frome. We faw Shepton Mallet on the right, a 
clothing town, for which it is peculiarly fitted by the 
rivulets with which it is furrounded. We alfo paffed 
by the little retired village of Nuaxzy, where a difmant- 
Jed caftle, of fome extent, tells the fad tale of former 
times. Ruins indeed, of every kind, form an awful 
{peétacle, and to a mind difpofed to moralize, fuggeft 
many melancholy refleétions. The evening fun thone 
ftrongly on thefe bartered towers, and reminded me of 
that tremendous diffolution in which all terreftial things 
fhall be finally involved. It is not unworthy of obfer- 
vation, that a celebrated female author, fpeaking of in- 
fanity. pronounces the moft terrific of ruims to be that 
of the human foul. “ What,’ fays the, “is the view 
of the fallen column, the mouldering arch, of the moft 
exquifite workmanthip, when compared with the living 
memento of the fragility, the inftability, and the wild 
Juxuriancy of noxious paffions ? Enthufafm turned 
adrift, like fome rich ftream overflowing its banks, 
rufhes forward with defiruétive velocity, infpiring a 
fublime concentration of thought. Thete are the ra- 
vages over which humanity muft ever mournfully 
ponder with a degree of anguith, not excited by crumb- 
hing marble or cankering orafs, unfaithful to the truft 
of monumental fame. It 1s not over the decaying pro- 
duétions of the mind, embodied with the happieft art, 
we grieve moft bitterly. The view of what has been 
done by man, produces a melancholy yet aggrandizing 
fcene of what remains to be atchieved by human in- 
telle&t ; but a mental convulfion, which like the devaf- 
tation of an earthquake, throws all the elements of 
thought 
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thought and imagination into confufion, makes contem- 
plation giddy, and we fearfully afk on what ground qwe 
ourfelves ftand.”’ 

We reached Frome, a large manufacturing town, 
whofe ftreets are marked by great irregularities. The 
clothing bufinefs is carried on to a yaft extent, and 
about fifty years ago 1 fupplied all England with wire 
cards for carding wool. Here is no more than one 
church, with a ring of fix good bells ; but feveral meet. 
ing houfes, two of which, the Prefbyterian and Baptift, 
are built of freeftone, and are deemed as handfome and 
as {pacious as any meeting houfes in England. In the 
former lie the remains of the ingenious Mrs. Rowe, au- 
thor of ‘Letters from the Dead to the Living—her writ- 
ings are ftili much read and admired. 

We next fet off for Warminfler, a little populous 
town, which formerly enjoyed great privileges. It is 
now principally famous for its corn and mal, carrying 
on in each of thefe articles the greateft trade of any 
town in the Weft of England. : 

In travelling this road, a curious phenomenon is feen 
at fome diftance, being in the county of Berkthire, 
This is the rude figure of a White Horfe, which takes 
up near an acre of ground, on the fide of a green hill, 
whofe {oil is formed of chalk. A horfe is known to 
have been the Saxon ftandard, and fome have fuppofed 
that this figure was made by Hengift, one of the Saxon 
Kings. But Mr. Wife, the author of a letter on this 
fubjeét to Dr. Mead, publifhed 1738, brings feveral 
arguments to fhew that it was made by the order of 
Alfred, in the reign of his brother Ethelred, as a mow 
nument of his victory over the Danes, in $71, near 
Athen or Afhbury Park, at prefent one of the feats of 
Lord Craven, and at alittle diftance from the hill. 
Others have fuppofed it to have been partly the effeé 
of accident, and partly the work of thepherds, who, 
obferving a rude figure, fomewhat refembling a horfe, 
as there are in the Veins of wood and fione many 
figures 
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figures that refemble trees, caves, and other objeéts, 
reduced it hy degrees to 2 more regular figure. But, 
however this be, it has been the cuftom immemorial, 
for the neighbouring peafants to affemble on a certain 
day, about Midfummer, and clear away the weeds from 
this wite horfe, and trim the edges to preferve its co- 
Jour and fhape : after which the evening is fpent in 
mirth and feftivity. 

We now pofted forwards to Sali/bury Plains, thofe 
immenfe downs, where the ftranger, without a guide, 
would be foon bewildered. We drove to the fpot where 
ftands Stonehenge, the moft wonderful curiofity in the 
kingdom. Here quitting the carriage, we gazed for 
fome time at the immenfe pile with filent aftonifhment. 
Whence thefe vat ftones were brought hither ? what 
could have been the mode of conveyance ? and to what 
purpofes the ftru€ture was originally appropriated, are 
queries not eafily refolved. Every effect muft have an 
adequate caufe—hence the great learning and ingenuity 
employed by learned men on the fubjeét. 

The following /eetch of STONEHENGE affords a juft 
idea of it : 

*¢ This celebrated piece of antiquityhas been, for many 
ages, and ftill is, the admiration of thofe who view it. 
Various conje€tures have been formed, as to the au- 
thors, and the ufe of it; however, as Dr. Stukely has 
examined it with greater accuracy than others, his ac- 
count is therefore to be more relied on. Inigo Jones 
furveyed it many years before the Doétor, and drew 
up a handfome account of it, making 1t a Roman tem- 
ple of the Tufcan order. We thail give an abftraé of 
both, beginning with Jones’s and leave it wath the 
reader to judge for himtelf. 

Within a trench, about thirty-feet broad, and on a 
rifing ground, are placed huge ftones in three circles, 
one within another, in the hgure of a crown. From 
the plain it has three entrances, the moft confiderable 
lying north-eaft ; on each of which were raifed, on the 
outfide 
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fide of the trench, two ftones gate-wife; parallel 
whereunto, on the infide, were two others of lefs pro- 
portion. ‘Lhe outward circle is about an hundred feet 
diameter ; the ftones of it very large; four yards in 
height, two in breadth, and one in thicknefs. Two yards 
and a half within this circle, is a range of leffer fones, 
Three yards further is the principal part of the work, 
called the cell, of an irregular figure, made up of two 
rows of ftones; the upright ones in height are twenty 
feet, in breadth two yards, and in thicknefs one yard. 
Thefe are coupled at top by large tranfom ftones, like 
architraves, which are feven feet long, and about three 
and ‘a half thick. Within this was allo another range of 
leffer pyramidal ftones, of about fix feet in height; and 
in the inmoft part of the ceil, Mr. Jones obferved a 
fione lying towards the eaft, four feet broad and fixtee 
long, fuppofed to be the altar-ftone. 

When Dr. Stukely came to view Stonehenge, he 
could not find the number of ftones mentioned by 
others. This may be true; for many people are filly 
enough to look on the ftones as faétitious, and often 
break off large pieces to prove it: this, and the induf- 
try of country-people in carrying them away for build- 
ing, has greatly diminifhed their number: notwith- 
ftanding all the injuries Stonehenge has received, the 
Doétor beheld it with rapture; the greatnefs of the 
contour, the dark parts of the ponderous impofts over 
one’s head, the chiafms of fky between the jambs of the 
cell, the odd conftruétion of the whole, and the magni- 
tude of every part, ftrike you, fays he, into an extatic 
reverie, which none can defcribe, and they only can be 
fenfible of, that feel it. He thus determines the mea- 
fure ufed in this work. Take a ftaff ten feet four 
inches and three quarters long, divide it into fix equal 
parts, thefe are palms, the original meafure. The 
founder’s intention was to form acircle, whofe dia- 
meter was to be fixty cubits. Accordingly each fione 
was to be four cubits broad, and cach interval two 
cubits. 
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cubits. Now thirty times four cubits is twice fixty, 
and thirty times two cubits is fixty ; fothat thrice fixty 
cubits completes a circle, whote diameter is fixty cubits, 
Thus a ftone and an interval, in the outward circle, 
make three fquares, two sHlotved to the ftone ; one to 
the interval. his general defign may be feen in the 
feven ftones now remaining at the grand entrance. 
The ftones of the outward circle are four cubits broad, 
two thick, and nine high; on the top of every two of 
them, are placed head- -ftones, as impofts or cornices : 
Thefe impofts are fix cubits long, two broad, and one 
and a half high; the uprights diminith a little every 
way, fo as at the top to be but three cubits and a half 
broad, whereby the impofts projeét over the uprights, 
both within and without. In its perfection, the out- 
ward circle confifted of fixty ftones, viz. thirty uprights, 
and thirty impofts ; of thefe feventeen uprights are left 
ftanding, eleven contiguous to the grand entrance, and 
five impofts upon them; another upright leans on a 
ftone of the inner circle. There are poi more lying on 
the ground, whole, or in pieces; there is but one im- 
poft more in its proper place, and but two more lying 
on the ground; fo that twenty-two are carried away 
by rude and facrilegious hands. Five cubits inwards, 
there is another circle of leffer ftones. The ftones of 
this are truly parallelograms ; their proportion is two 
cubits broad, one thick, and four and a half high, and 
were forty in number. But nineteen are left, eleven 
ftanding in ftu; the walk between thefe two circles is 
three hundred paces in circumference, 

Having paffed the fecond circle, you behold the cell, or 
adytum, whichis an ellipfis. It is compofed of trilithons, 
two uprights, and one impoft; they are five in number, 
and ftill remain. Each trilithon ftands independent of 
its neighbour; they alfo diminifh to the top, which 

take off from their weight. The tenons, or mortoifes, 
are particularly formed, being about ten inches and a 
half in diamete: r, and refembling half an egg, rather than 
an 
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an hemifphere, and fo effectually keep both uprights 
andi impofts from luxations. Lord Winchelfea and 
the Doétor took a walk upon one of thefe trilithons, but 
it was thought a frightful fituation. 

The whole number of ftones is thus computed: the 
great oval confifted of ten uprights, the inner, with the 
altar, of twenty, the great circie, of thirty, the inner, 
of forty. Thefe, with five impofts of the great oval, 
thirty of the great circle, and fome more broken and 
{cattered, completed the temple, making in all one hun- 
dred and forty ftones. In the reign of Henry VIII.a 
tin tablet was found here, infcribed with (trange cha- 
racters: this was loft, which, if underftood, might have 
difcovered fomething very curious. 

Dr. Stukely obferved, half a mile north of Stone- 
henge, and acrofs the valley, a hippodrome, or horfe- 
courfe ; it is included between two ditches, running 
parallel eaft and weft ; they are three hundred and fifty 
feet afunder: it is one hundred thoufand feet Jong, 
The barrows round this monument are numerous, and 
remarkable, being generally bell fathion ; yet is there 
great variety in their diameters, and their manner of 
compofition. Thefe were fingle fepulchres, as ap- 
peared from many that were opened. On the wef 
fide of one was an entire fegment, made from center to 
circumference ; it was good earth quite through, ex- 
cept a coat of chalk of about two feet thick, covering 
it quite over, under the turf. Hence appears the man- 
ner of making thofe barrows, which was to dig up the 
turf for 2 great ways round, till the barrow was brought 
to its intended bulk; then with the chalk dug out of 
the furrounding ditch they powdered it all over. At 
the center was found a fkeleton perfect, of a reafonable 
fize, and with the head lying northward. On opening 
a double barrow, the compofition was thus; after the 
turf was taken off, there appeared a layer of chalk, and 
then fine garden mould. About three feet below the 
furface, was a layer of flints, humouring the convexity 
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of the barrow: this being a foot thick, refted on a 
layer of foft mould, in which was inclofed an urn, full 
of bones, The urn was of unbaked clay, of a dark 
reddifh colour, and crumbled into pieces. It had been 
rudely wrought, with fmall mouldings round the verge, 
and other circular channels onthe outfide. The bones 
had been burnt ; the collar-bone, and one fide of the 
under jaw, were entire; there was a large quantity of 
female ornaments mixt with the bones, as beads of divers 
colours, many of them amber, with holes to ftring them; 
and many of the button fort were covered with me- 
tal.” 

It may be proper juft to remark, that Stoxchenge has 
fince undergone an alteration in its appearance, part of 
it having, about three vears ago, fell to the earth, We 
faw and converfed with fome thepherd boys, who were 
loitering around the immenfe pile, and from whom we 
learnt that the fall occafioned a violent concuffion of the 
ground. ‘This muft have been expeéted, and excited, 
to perfons in its vicinity, no {mall aftonithment. 

Dr. Warton has, in the following fonnet, ingenioufly 
interwoven the fentiments of the learned on tins fubjeét. 


WRITTEN AT STONEHENGE. 


Thou noblefi monument of Albion’s ifle ! 
Whether by Merlin’s aid from Scythia’s fhore 

To Ambev’s fatal plain Pendragon bore, 

Huge frame of giant-hands, the mighty pile, 
T’entomb his Britons, flain by Hengiit’s guile: 
Or Druid priefts, fprinkl’d with human gore, 
Taught, ’mid thy maffy maze, their myftic lore : 
Or Danifh chiefs, enrich’d with favage fpoil, 

To victory’s idol vaft an unhewn fhrine, 

Rear’d the rude heap: or, in thy hallow’d round, 
Repofe the kings of Brutus’ genuine line ; 

Or here thofe kings in folemn ftate were crown'd ; 
Studious to trace thy wondrous origin, 

We mufe on many an ancient tale renown’d. 
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Thefe ruins are, in their appearance, peculiarly fo. 
lemn, and their ifolated fituation in the midft of the 
plains, heightens the melancholy fenfations with which 
they are contemplated. This idea is taken up with 
fuccefs in the following lines, which will pleafe you. 


STONEHENGE. 
BY THE LATE ROBERT LOVELL, 


Was it a fpirit on yon fhapelefs pile ? 

It wore, methought, an hoary Druid’s form, 

Mufing on ancient days ! the dying ftorm 

Moan’d in his lifted locks ; thou night! the while 

Doft liften to his fad harp’s wild complaint, 

Mother of fhadows ! as to thee he pours 

The broken ftrain, and plaintively deplores 

The fall of Druid fame! Hark! murmurs faint 

Breathe on the wavy air! and now more loud 

Swells the deep dirge, accuftom’d to complain 

Of holy rites unpaid, and of the crowd, 

Whofe carelefs fteps thefe facred haunts profane. 

O’er the wild plain the hurrying tempeft flies, 

And ’mid the ftorm unheard—the fong of forrow 
dies ! 


I have dwelt the longer on this curious phznome- 
non, becaufe it is on all hands confeft to be the mof 
interefting relic of antiquity, by which Britain flands 
diftinguifhed. Its form, fituation, and hiftory, are 
calculated to generate the profoundeft impreffions. 

Driving along, about fix miles over thefe dreary 
plains, we foon reached the neat and pleafant city of 
SALISBURY. It liesin a vale, and is of confiderable 
extent. The ftreets are, in general, {pacious, and built 
at right angles. The Avon runs through them in 
canals, lined with brick, and this diftribution of water 
forms a fingular appearance. It has alfo been remarked, 
that no ftream runs through that part of the city in- 
habited by the butchers, and, confequently, where It 
was moft wanted, There are no vaults in the churches, 
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nor cellars any where to be found in the town, the foil 
being fo moift, that the water rifes up in graves dug 
in the cathedral. Here isa f{pacious market-place, in 
which ftands a fine town-houfe. The manufactures of 
the place are cloths of various kinds, and cutlery of al- 
moft every defcription. Befides the cathedral, there 
are, in this city, three other churches and three charity 
fchools, in which 170 children are taught and clothed. 
It has, likewife, an hofpital or college, founded 1683, 
by Bithop Ward, for ten widows of poor clergymen. 
This does honour to his memory. 

The cathedral of Salifbury demands fpecial attention. 
It was founded 1219 by Bifhop Poor, who removed 
hither from Old Sarum, upon which the greateft part 
of the citizens of that place followed him. The ftruc- 
ture is reckoned the moft elegant and regular gothic 
building in the kingdom. It is in the form of a lan- 
thorn, with a beautified fpire of free-ftone, in the 
middle of it, 410 feet high, being the talleft in Eng- 
land. According to this computation, it is twice the 
height cf the monument. The windows of the church 
are faid to be as many asthe days in the year ; nor can 
an account of all its ornaments be here expected. The 
monuments were numerous; but my attention was 
chiefly fixed on a neat marble flab, ereéted to the me- 
mory of the late Fames Harris Ef. author of The 
Hermes (declared by Bifhop Lowth to be the moft 
beautiful and perfe&l example of analyfis, that has been 
exhibited fince the days of Ariftotle) it was decorated 
by a medallion head, and a neat claffical infcription. 
He was a moft ftudious man—has thrown much light 
on the philological parts of learning, and was ufuaily 
denominated the Pizlofopher of Sali/bury. We was the 
father of the prefent Lord Malmfbury, whofe diplo- 
matic merits are generally known and admired. We 
faw alfo a ftone monument, reprefenting a litile boy 
habited in epz/copal robes, a mitte on his head, and a 
crofier in his hand. This, which was buried under 
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the feats near the pulpit, was taken from thence and 
placed in the north part of the nave, where it now lies, 
defended by iron crofs bars. Mr. Gregory, preben- 
dary of Winterborne Earles, after a good deal of trou- 
ble in fearching old ftatues and M.SS. we are told, 
found that the cAés/dren of the choir anciently eleéted a 
chorifier bifhop on St. Nicholas’s day ; from that to 
Innocent’s day he was dreffed in pontifical robes ; his 
fellows were prebends, and they performed every fer- 
vice, except the mafs, which the real bifhop, dean, and 
prebends, ufually did. They made proceffions, fung 
part of the mafs, and, fo careful was the church that 
no interruption nor prefs fhould incommode them, that, 
by a ftatute of Sarum, it was pronounced excommuni- 
cation for any to do fo. If the choral bi/hop died within 
the month, his exequies were folemnized with an an- 
fwerable pomp and fadnefs: he was buried as all other 
bifhops, in his ornaments. It is certain, therefore, that 
this ftone monument belongs to a choral bifhop dying 
within the month, and may be deemed a real curiofity. 
Nor muft I quit the cathedral, without noticing its 
beautiful window, on which, after the defign of Wef, 
has been painted in glowing colours our Saviour’s Res 
furreétion. The countenance and attitude of the 
Meffiah are finely expreflive of that grand event. 
We behold him ftarting from amidft the darkaefs 
and oblivion of the tomb 


With fcars of honour in his flefh, 
And triumph in his eyes ! 
WATTS. 


This church has a fine cloifter, and a chapter-houfe 
of a fingular form. It is an oétagon of 150 feet in cir- 
cumference, and yet the roof bears all upon one fmall 
pillar, in the centre, fo much too weak in appearance 
for the fupport of fuch a prodigious weight, that the 
building is, on this account, thought to be one of the 
greatett curiofities in England. 
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Old Sarum ftands at the diftance of one mile north of 
Salifbury ; it is as ancient asthe old Britons. The in- 
habitants labouring under inconveniences for the want 
of water, and on account of the bleaknets of the air to 
which the height of their fituation expofed them, re- 
moved tothe newcity. Old Sarum is now reduced to 
afingle farm houfe, yet it ftill fends two members to 

arliament! 

The beautiful feats of Wilton, Fonthill, and Wardour, 
allof them not far diftant from Salifbury, muft be paf- 
fed over in filence, having had no time for their infpec. 
tion. A particular fketch of them, however, may be 
found in various publications. 

It was my with alfo to have vifited the ancient city 
of Winchetter, were it only to have contemplated the 
fpot in the cathedral, where hie interred the remains of 
the venerable and excellent _ IsAac WALTON, whofe 
Complete Angler has amuted many of my vacant hours. 
His Biography \ikewife of Dr. Donne, Sir Henry 
Wotton, Richard Hooker, George Herbert, and Bithop 
Sanderfon, is peculiarly valuable on account of the fim- 
plicity and benevolence with which itis written. Mr. 
Zouch, a refpeétable clergyman of the church of Eng- 
land, has‘ lately publifhed an handfome edition, in quar- 
to, of thefe ives, accompanied with notes by way of 
illuftration. Watton died in 1683, upwards of 
ninety years of age, coming to his grave like a /hock of 
corn in its full feafon. Serve God and be cheerful, 
was the principle og which this good man unitormly 
aéted. His memory I revere, and his virtues are de- 
ferving of my imitation. In a// his religious fenti- 
ments, indeed, I do not acquiefce ; but no difference 
of opinion fhall ever induce me to think lefs favourably 
of that moral worth by which he was eminently diftin« 
guithed, and which predominates in a lefs or greater 
degree through ad/ the denominations of the Chriftian 
world. 


Kk 3 My 
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My friend and I now ferioufly fet our faces home. T« 
ward ; taking the ftage for London, we firft came tothe JF genic 
little town of Stockbridge, a borough which Sir Richard § joyed 
Steele formerly reprefented in parliament. A curious § TA! 
incident is related refpecting his being chofen at this J of 
place. He carried his eleétion by fticking a large ap. fF mak 
ple full of guineas, and declaring it fhould be the prize —F exte 
of that man whofe wife fhould be the firft brought to Ff it; 
bed after that day nine months. This merry offer pro- § bers. 
cured him the intereft of all the ladies, who, it is faid, J its lt 
commemorate Sir Richard’s bounty to this day, and § fofli! 
once made a vigorous effort to procure a ftanding order wild 
of the corporation, that no man fhould ever be received § fithe 
as a candidate, who did not offer himfelf on the fame all n 
terms. The town has fome good inns, and is thought habi 
to contain the beft wheelwrights and carpenters in the fof it 
country. wor 
The other towns, Bafingftoke,. Bagshot, Egham, is 
Staines, and Houn/flow, through which we paffed, have coul 
been already defcribed in my fir letter, and, therefore, J whi 
fhall only notice our approach to the Metropolis, the J Ih 
glory of our ifland, and the wonder of the world. and 


The nearer we drew to London, we obferved that cult 
the roads were more frequented, and every thing indi- J arts 
cated an air of buftle and confufion. The continual gar 
travelling to and from the capital, is a matter of juft J of | 
aftonifhment. It is thought to contain a MILLION of J tho 
inhabitants, which is the number of perfons faid to have ful 
occupied the whole ifland at the time of its invafion by ple 
Julius Cefar, about fifty years before the birth of J) mi 
Chrift. The entrance at Hyde Park Corner is grand, | all 
and worthy of a great city. Its clufter of lighted my 
lamps makes a vivid impreffion on the eye, in a 


winter’s evening, and on his return to the metropolis, fke 
announces to the weary traveller the approaching ter- en 
mination of hisjourney. Its foothing effe& cannot be J inf 
eafily imagined but by thofe who have aétually felt 1. dec 


To | tor 
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= : 
me- To conclude this little Towr, in the language of an in- 
>the fF genious writer: ‘J have long obferved and much en- 
hard ff joyed the felicity of being a Briton, Great Bri- 
ious § TAIN is the fineft country in the world, and the God 
this § of Nature hath ftored it with every thing that can 
















ap- fF make its inhabitants happy. Its infular fituation, the 
rize extent and figure of its coasts, the iflands that furround 
it to fF it; its fprings, waters, and navigable rivers; its tim- 
r= bers, fruits, herbs, corn, and all other productions of 
aid, & its luxuriant foil; its immenfe treafures of earths, falts, 
and & folfils, minerals, ftone, marble, and fuel; its animals, 
rder fF wild and tame flocks, herds, hives, dairies, poultry, 
ived & fitheries, decoys; the ftately horfe and the hardy afs, 
ame ff all miniftering to the fubfiftence and pleafure of its in- 
ight f habitants; the ftature, genius, fecundity, and longevity 
the fF of its natives; the temperature of its climate; in one 

word, the zatura/ advantages of Great Britain render 
am, § it, upon the whole, the moft beautiful and defirable 
ave ff country inthe world. The whole is a rich prefent, 





ore, which the bounty of Providence has beftowed upon us. 
the § Ihave obferved alfo, with the utmoft pleafure, the art 
and induftry of my countrymen affifting nature. Agri- 
that culture, architecture, navigation, commerce, literature, 


idi- arts, fciences in endlefs varieties, give grace and ele- 
iual gance to this lovely ifland. Who can behold cities full 
juft of inhabitants, artifts, and manufacturers, employed in 
of thoufands ; fhops thronged with cuftomers, warehoufes 
ave § full of ftores and goods, markets and fairs expofing 
by plenty at our doors; roads, rivers, fields, villages, 


of mines, and fea-ports, all alive; 1 afk who can behold 
nd, § all thefesin his own native fpot, and not exclaim-—may 
ted my Country flourifh to the end of time !” 


1 2 You have now, iny dear fiy, in vour poffeffion, the 
lis, fketch of my Excurfion into the Wef, in which L have 
er- endeavoured to combine a degree of entertainment and 
be J inftruétion. The fuccefs of the asiempt is left to the 
bs decifion of your candid and fuperior judgment. The 


To } tour itfclf, indeed, highly plealed mes but it would 
require 
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require an uncommon portion of prefumption for me, 
to fuppofe, that the perufal of this faint delineation of it 
can have imparted a proportionable gratification. 

Perfuaded that, in the middle ftation of life, virtue 
and nappinefs are beft fecured; I feel, my good friend, 
no particular detire of quitting it. That my ability, 
however, for doing of good, might be extended ; that 
my collection of books might be enlarged, and that J 
might have it in my power to devote a few months of 
every year to an excurfion into the country, are the three 
realons why I have fometimes witfhed myfeif in the 
poffeffion of wealth. Worldly fubftance can, by no 
means, be pronounced incompatible with real worth; 
and though it increafes our accounrability, yet, properly 
employed, becomes the moft diftinguifhed of earthly 
bleflings. It widens the {phere of utility, by render. 
Ing us the more extenfively ufeful to fociety. 

[ remain, my dear fir, with every fentiment of re- 
f{pet, 

Yours, very fincerely, 

; Hoxton Square, Je EVANS. 
December 12, 1799. 
a 


ON THE 


PLEASURE AND ADVANTAGE 


OF 


EARLY RISING. 
Diliculo furgere faluberrimum eft. 

How foolith they who lengthen night, 

And flumber in the morning light; 

How fweet, at early morning’s rife, 

Lo view the glouies of the fkies, 

ARMSTRONG. 

Wa ARLY rifing is one of thofe agreeable habits 
ee : : 
dt, thar carry their rewards withthem. It is a plea- 
ture of which every one that enjoys health can partici- 
pate ; 
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me, Mf pate; and, while it gives us enjoyment, will both con- 
of it ff duceto the health of the body, and furnifh time for the 
improvement of the mind. 
rtue Phyficians allow fix hours fleep to be fufficient for 
end, fj any one, and declare that a larger portion, though in- 
lity, @ deed it may be neceffary, in fome particular cafe, dulls 
that @§ the fpirits, weakens the mind, and enervates the whole 
at [ ff frame. Though fleep, when moderately indulged, is 
is of  “ Nature’s kind reftorer,”’ yet, prolonged to an undue 
Aree @ length, inftead of being beneficial, is, on the contrary, 
the jf extremely injurious to health. 
no Naturalifts however fay, that he who is engaged in 
rth; @ hard ftudy, requires more fleep than him who toils-at 
erly the plough or thrafhes in the barn; and there have 
thly ff been many inftances of this true, though extraordinary 
dere affertion. 
Early rifing is not only beneficial, as it keeps us from 
re- our beds, and prevents the numerous ill effects of over- 





much fleep; but as it alfo furnifhes time for exercife 
and morning walks. The air is then more pure and 
falubrious, and it is then only we can enjoy the pleafure 
of feeing the refplendent fun * arife and tip the moun~ 
tains with his golden beams,’’ a fight of the beauty of 
which, thofe only who have witneffed it can form a 
juft conception. This delightful fcene is finely de- 
fcribed by Dryden, in his Palamon and Arcite. Book 
II, 

The morning lark, the meffenger of day, 

Saluted in her fong the morning gray ; 

And foon the fun arofe with beams fo bright, 

That all th’ horizon laugh’d to fee the joyous fight; 

He, with his tepid rays, the rofe renews, 

And licks the droping leaves and drys the dews. 







The beautiful views and enchanting profpeéts with 
which the face of nature is variegated and adorned, can 
be feen at a much greater advantage before the air is 
obfcured by the vapours and fmoke which are drawn 
up by the heat of the day. 
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As in a fcorching fummer every thing feems re. 
frethed after a thower of gentle rain, fo it is in the 
morning, the herbs and flowers which appeared to be 
withered and exhaufted by the heat of the preceding 
day, are both refrethed and beautified by the cooling 
dew of the night. 

The time which early rifing procures, makes it highly 
defirable to thofe who are engaged in bufinefs ; it 1s fo 
much gained, which thofe who do not praétife it mut 
inevitably lofe. The tradefman can, in the morning, 
fettle his accounts, and put his affairs in order before 
he is ditturbed by the hurry and labour of the day. 

So it is with regard to the ftudent, he not only, like 
the man of bufinefs, gains time for application ; but, 
like him alfo, that time is, more than any other, adapted 
to it. Aurora mufts amica. ‘The mind and imagina- 
tion are more fitted for deep thought and the exertions 
of genius, after refrething fleep, and in the quiet fo 
litude of the morning, than when diftraéted by the 
noife and buftle of the day. 

Early rifing has been, heretofore, recommended by 
the ancient {ages and philofophers; it is often incul- 
cated in the Proverbs of Solomon, and its good effeéts 
have been caemplified by the praétice of many wile and 
learned men. 

Let us then remember time ftops for no one, but 
that we ought wifely to improve what we have, and 
to lengthen out our portion by redeeming it from 
fleep. 

Having thus briefly fketched out fome of the advan- 
tages of a habit of early rifing, I fhall conclude this 
effay with an extraét on the fubje& from Thomfon : 


Falicly luxurious will not man awake, 

And, f{pringing from the bed of floth, 

Enjoy the cool, the fragrant, and the filent hour, 
To meditation due and facred fong ? 

For is there aught in fleep can charm the wife ? 
To lie in dead oblivion, lofing half 
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The fleeting moments of too fhort a life— 
Total extinction of th’ enlighten’d foul! 
Or elfe to feverifh vanity alive, 


_ Wilder’d and toffing thro’ diftemper’d dreams ; 
= Who would in fuch a gloomy ftate remain 


Longer than nature craves, when every mufe 
o , 








ighly And every blooming pleafure wait without, 
18 fo To blefs the wildly devious morning walk ? 
mutt Colyton, W.B. 
Ming, B Auguj? 20, 1799. 
fore 
like 
bu, THE DRAMA. 
‘ina DRURY-LANE. 
tions 
| be DEC. 13- IZARRO was this evening introduced 
to the public with its fplendid decora- 
1 by tions and engaging attractions. A few alterations have 
ord been made for the better, and the piece was received 
robs with reiterated plaudits of approbation. Kemble in 
ont Rolla, Barrymore in Pizarro, and Mrs. Siddons in E/- 
vira, acquitted themfelves well. Nor mutt we omit to 
bee notice Mis Biggs, in the character of Cora, who is de- 
aid ferving of particular praife. She undertook this part in- 
vols tead of Mrs. Jordan, who isconfined. The whole paf- 
fed off with the fame dittinguitfhed ec/at which was be- 
ies towed upon i: on former occafions. Our opinion of this 
his popular play we have already given our readers; we 
; thall, therefore, only add, that this piece, though not 
3 perfeét, yet, upon the whole, merits well the appro- 
bation with which it has been honoured. 
EE 
COVENT GARDEN. 
Nov. jo. A new comedy, entitled the Wife Man of 
The | the Eafl, was performed here this eyening, made up of 
, tus fgllowing characters ; 
Clarensforth 
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Clarensforth . . «© . . «© Mr. Munden 
Edward, hisSon . . . . 3 « Mr. Lewis 
Metland. . . . . . . . Mr. Murray 
Charles,hisS$on . . . . . Mr. H. Fohnfton 
Bankwell . . . «© «© «. « Mr. Davenport 
Attorney - . . . . 6 « Mr. Waddy 


Lady Mary Diamond . . . Mrs. Davenport 
Mrs. Metland . . . . . Mrs. Fohnfon 
Rachael Starch «. . . .) .)06Myrs. Mattocks 
Ruwh . . «© « « « « « Mrs. H. Sohnflon 
Ellen Metland . . .« « «© Mifs Murray. 
The fcene is laid in London, where Clarensforth, a 
rich merchant, avails himfelf of a report of his death to 
affume the drefs and charaéter of an Indian Magus, or 
Wife Man of the Faft. In this difguife he watches 
over the conduét of Edward,a libertine fon, now in the 
poffeffion of his fortune. In the courfe of this arduous 
duty, he meets with Lady Diamond, who, keeping a 
faro table, forms a plan to cheat Edward of his fortune 
at play. Mr. and Mrs. Metland, his particulaz friends, 
are reduced to poverty by their loffes, fuftained in con- 
fequence of his fuppofed death ; and Ellen their daugh- 
ter, defigned by Clarensforth for his fon’s wife, but 
who, in her reduced ftate, becomes the fervant of Lady 
iMary Diamond, is carried off by Edward, who, ignorant 
of her family, attempts to feduce her. Thefe fcenes pro- 
duce feveral interviews between Clarensforth and his fon, 
which naturaily abound with moral inftru€tion. The 
denouement confilts in her reftoration to her family by 
the kind offices of the Wife Man of the Eaff, who, 
throwing off his difguife, avows himfelf to his friends, 
and, with refpeét to Edward, effeéts a reconciliation. 
There is alfo a fcene of a Quaker family, which, not 
meeting with approbation, has been fince judicioufly 
altered. 
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rh, a THE 
‘h to COMPLAINTS OF THE POOR. 
8, OF 
hii [From Southey’s Poems.] 
the ND wherefore do the Poor complain 2 
lous The rR1CH MAN afk’d of me; 
1g a Come walk abroad with me, I faid, 
une And I will anfwer thee. 
nds, ’Twas ev’ning, and the frozen ftreets 
On Were cheerlefs to behold; 
gh- And we were wrapt and coated well, 
but And yet we were a-cold. 
ady We met an old bare-headed man, 
rant His locks were few and white ; 
0 I afk’d him what he did abroad 
{on, In that cold winter’s night: 
he *Twas bitter keen, indeed, he faid, 
oy But at home no fire had he ; 
‘ho, And therefore he had come abroad 
ids, To atk for—-charity. st 
a We met a young bare-footed child, 
‘he And the begg’d loud and bold; 
“ I afk’d her what fhe did abroad, 
When the wind it blew fo cold; 
Vor, VIII. L} 
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She faid her father was at home, 
And he lay fick a-bed ; 

And therefore was it fhe was fent, 
Abroad to beg for bread. 


We faw a woman fitting down 
Upon a ftone, to reft ; 

She had a baby at her back, 
And another at her breaft ; 


I afk’d her why fhe loiter’d there, 
When the wind it was fo chill; 

She turn’d her head, and bade the child, 
That {cream’d behind, be frill. 


She told us that her hufband ferv’d, 
A foldier far away ; 

And therefore to her parifh, fhe 
Was begging back her way. 

We met a girl, herdrefs was loofe, 
And funken was her eye ; 

Who, with the wanton’s hollow voice, 
Addrefs’d the paffers by ; 


I afk’d her what there was in guilt, 
That could her heart allure ; 

To fhame, difeafe, and late remorfe > 
She anfwer’d fhe was /eor. 


T turn’d me to the R1cH MAN then, 
For filently ftood he ; 

You afk'd me why the poor complain ? 
And the/e have anfwer’d thee *. 


* Whoever reads this beautiful little piece ca.unot, we 
hope, eafily forget the foor at this inclement feafon ot 


vear,—Editor. 


















AD 
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LINES 


On the much lamented Death of Mr. GEORGE 


WicHk, who, in the Thirty-firftt Year of his Age, 
was cut off by the Yellow Fever, Auguft 23, 1799, 
at Philadelphia, being on his Way to join a beloved 
Friend in Kentucky. 


O hero of the ocean, field, or gown, 
We mourn, Our worthy friend fought not the 
wealth 
And noify fame, which, at the price of blood, 
Or confcience, fome acquire. He, throughout 
His aétive courfe in focial manner 
Taught—yjuftice, mercy, and humility ; 
But found not in the multitude his kind. 
He journey’d—thirfling for his diftant friend, 
His kindred foul; when lo! on fpeedy wing 
Brought down, fome FRIEND CELEsTIAL caught him! 
THOMAS WICHE. 
A - 


LINES 


ADDRESSED TO PETER PINDAR, ESQ. BY ANTI- 


@ o 








PINDAR. 


RAY, Peter Pinpar, hold your roar, 

Your fcandal hurts not HANNAH More; 
Nor yet the prelate, whom you’d drub, 
With hand profane and great hubbub. 
Secundum artem, make a pill, 
And, as of old, employ your fkill ; 
Think that a puke, or, naufeous ftuff, 
May bring you money quite enough ; 
But do not laugh and play the fool, 
For fimpletons to take your rule; 
Catch and turn a fordid penny, 
At the coft of tagtails funny ; 
Will your fcoff elude all fhame, 
And with fuccefs the beft defame? 

12 
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The mufes blufh, when you would fay, 
That fhe emits no lucid ray ; 

That genius, through fome deviation, 
Owns her not as a relation: 

Now Peter, how fhall folk be mute ? 
Behold your mufe a proftitute. 

I know you think her wond’rous fine, 
Altho’ a leering concubine ; 

Explore the bottom of her hill, 

What once fhe was that fhe is Aill— 
An infidel, in deep difguife, 

And from, her lips come winged lies. 
Oh! the charming, fprightly Peter, 
You are reckon’d fafe in fatyr ; 

But let me warn you of her woe, 

When you a fair one would undo; 

* Drags the vile whifp’rer from his dark abode, 
é¢>Till all the daemon ftarts up from the toad.’’ 


BROWN, 


(en EE 


FAREWELL TO SUMMER. 


AREWELL to fummer’s fruitful reign, 
Its pleafing beauties are all fled ; 

Zephyrs no more fport o’er the plain, 

Nor wanton on the turfy bed. 
Farewell, ye flowers, whofe varied bloom 

Did once delight the roving eye; 
Whofe fragrance did the air perfume, 

Ye, now unheeded, wither’d lie. 


Farewell, ye fields, where golden grain 
Repaid the fturdy ploughman’s care ; 
Farewell, ye groves, where each fond {wain, 
With pleafure leads the blooming fair. 

In verdure ye no more appear, 
With plenty ye no longer wave ; 
No more, ye groves, your foilage bear, 
Nor nature’s {miling liv’ry have. 
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Ye fongfters of the wood, adicu, 
No more your cheerful notes we hear, 

Farewell the walk, the pleafing view, 
Your beauties now no more appear ; 

But whiftling winds drive o’er the heath, 
And {catter devatftation rude, 

And Boreas, with his freezing breath, 
Afferts his pow’r on ev’ry fide. 


Pontefraé&, HENRICUS. 
November 14th, 1799. 
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THE PHILOSOPHER ADDRESSING THE SUN IN 
SEARCH OF KNOWLEDGE, 


HOU eye, that diftant worlds furvey, 
Oh! tell us what thy beams difplay ; 

Yea, all the fecrets thou hatt found 
In globes that thee encircle round ? 
Of what compos’d, and how fuftain'd, 
Or natives what, and how they’re fram’d ; 
Or how they live, on what exift, 
Tn what they dwell, and how they reft ? 
Their paffions what, and fex declare, 
And what their great achievements are ? 
Their bleffings what, in great or fmal], 
Confin’d to fome, or free for all ? 
Say what their laws, and how they’re made, 
if they are broke, or ftriét obey’d; 
And if their natives all are free, 
From fin, pain, death, and mifery ! 
Then our requefts fhall have an end, 
And never more to thee afcend ! 


Ear 


THE REPLY. 


ALAs, vain man! waft thou to know the whole 
That I difcern in globes that round me roll, 
{t would make thee appear like filthy duft, 
Compar'd to worlds fo glorious and augutt ; 


Li! 3 
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Whofe peaceful climes in fweet harmonious lays, 

Confpire to join in concord, love, and praife ! 

Therefore raife not thyfelf, but humbly fall 

Before thy Maker, who is Lord of all; 

And afk no more of globes, their natives what 

And formed how—to thee it matters not, 

Their grand employ, their food and raiment too, 

Are not to be reveai’d in time to you ; 

Their dwellings what, and where, and how they 
rett, 

Are things too curious for thee to requctt ; 

Or what their paffion, fex, or fkill to thee, 

Or bleflings what, though great or {mall they be ; 

Neither their laws nor great commands were made, 

For thee to know, nor be by thee obey’d. 


Ruckinge, Kent. J. FRANCIS, 


EE 


LINES 


TO ALADY ON HER BIRTH DAY, BY ALOVER. 


NSKILUL’D in fong, whofe aid thall I impiore, 
That I may celebrate, in worthy ftrains, 
This happy day; returning now, with health 
To you, on whom my foul hath long been fix’d 
Tn all the fondnefs of fincereft love ? 
Thee let me hail, Great Parent of manking ! 
Thou everlafting Source of Life and Joy! 
O! let thy goodnefs be my grateful theme, 
And teach me how to praife, what thoy haft fay’d, 
And fill preferv’ft, a precious bloom of life; 
Deareft to me, of all thy earthly gifts ! 
Unite our hearts in love to thee fupreme ! 
Our {weeteit friendfhip with thy bleffing crown ! 
Give us to make the truett eftimate 
Of life on earth! and, as our years revolve, 
{Number’d out as thou feeft bett) advance us 
Nearer unto thyfelf, in all thofe graces 
Which, here, yield peace, and ripen fouls for hgav’n ! 
Maidfione, |. W. 
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STANZAS 
WRITTEN IN A SHRUBBERY, 


































E nymphs who haunt this fhady grave, 
Tell me, have ye feen my love! 

Ye tow’ring pines, ye verdant laurels, fay, 
Has my Cleora pafs’d this way ? 
?Tis filence all, how irkfame to the breaft 

Is anxious expectation ! Come, my mufe, 
The balm of peace diffuie, 

And give thy votary’s troubled bofom reit. 


Strike in Cleora’s praife the ftring, 
Say the is fairer than the faireft flower 
That graces yonder bower, 
And bid the warbling lark attend to hear her fing, 
Mark how affection brightens in her eye, 
Her ear with every grace refin’d ; 
But chief the cultivated mind, 
Which gives to outward charms ftability. 


The murmurs teil the pleafing tale, 
While echo o’er the pafling gale 
Throws all around 
The ‘fweetly modulated found— 
And hark ! how many ruftic lays 
Join the full chorus of her praife ; 
’Tis heartfelt gratitude infpires the fong, 
And wakes to harmony each artlefs tongue, 


But fee! the lovely girl appears, 
And, as the rifing orb of day, 
Scatters each gathering mift away, 

She diffipates my anxious fears. : 

How fwift the moments dart along, 
When [ can Cleora meet, 

And enjoy her gonverfe {weet ; 

Fareweil, my mufe, adieu delufive fong, 
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From a Hufband to his Wife on the Seventh Auniver- 
fary of their Wedding. The Hufband was at this 


Retirement. 





LINES 








Time abfent from Home, and in fearch of a Country 


E fpirits of connubial blifs ! 
Now hear a hufband’s prayer ; 
And, on your downy wings a &i/s 
To dear Eliza bear. 


Tis fraught with tendernefs and love, 
With love for feven years tried ; 
And-warm as that which Edwin gave, 

When firft he kifs’d his bride, 


Gentle fpirits, light as air, 
Softly to her pillow creep ; 

And with a train of pleafing dreams, 
Delight Eliza's fleep. 


Before her place a lovely fcene, 
Atray’d with rural pride ; 

Where groves and meadows fpread their green, 
And filver currents glide. 


Let lofty mountains bound the view, 
And feem to prop the tkies ; 

Save where at diftance, deeply blue, 
The placid ocean lies. 


Let not a ripple curl the deep, 
Bid all the winds he ftill; 
And every moment of her fleep 
With peaceful pictures fill. 


Now on the hill, now in the vale, 
Her Edwin may the trace ; 

Or fee him on the clifts inhale 

The ocean’s healthy breeze 
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Then paint, Eliza, to herfelf, 
Seven years a happy bride ; 
And let her fee how love can bear 

Her fteps to Edwin’s fide. 


Her graceful form darts o’er the beach, 
Array’d in {nowy vett ; 

And, fpreading wide her beauteous arms, 
She clafps him to her breaft. 


The dear embrace, with equal love, 
The happy hufband gives ; 

While every look affures his wife, 
?Tis now indeed he lives. 


Condué her, then, ye friendly powers, 
Along a fhady lane; 

Till, on a gentle flope fhe fees 
A cottage, neat and plain. 


Perhaps no fliding fafh may give 
The light of day to pafs; 

But humble lead, in humble fquares, 
Divides the fhining glafs. 


Clofe to the door the mofs-clad rofe 
With fragrant blufh may grow; 

And round the windows, creeping vines 
And honey-fuckles blow. 


Perhaps fome dwellings may be near, 
Of large, or humble fize; 

Or we, perchance, may only fee 
The diftant chimnies rife. 


A town or hamlet juft in fight, 
May various wants fupply ; 

And o’er the trees the church’s {pire 
May catch the roving eye. 


From thence the Sabbath’s chiming bells 
Will found along the vale; 

And bid us celebrate His praife, 

Whofe mercies never fail, 
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And though we bend not there the knee, 
Yet to th’ Eternal King, 

Beneath fome humble roof may we 
Our weekly homage bring. 


«¢ This,” whifper in my charmer’s car, 
“ This is thy humble lot ; 

« But health and innocence appear 
“‘ The guardians of the cot. 


Then tell her what fhe’ll joy to learn, 
Though pomp is never feen ; 

That quiet {preads his wings without, 
And comfort dwells within. 


Tuus, dear Eliza, does the mufe, 
Grateful, the paft review ; 

And fondly try to ketch the blifs, 
Still in referve for you. 


Accept, my foul’s far better part, 
The feeble thanks I pay; 

And ftill allow my throbbing heart 
To blefs my bridal day, 


Seven happy years have o’er us roll’d, 
What gratitude we owe 

To Him, who made them years of gold, 
And bade us pleafure know. 


Have I been fick, Eliza’s arms 
Have propp’d my weary head! 

Have I been well, Eliza’s charms 
To new delights have led. 


Around us /even dear children rife, 
Seven props on which to reft; 

Eliza, fay —what can we with, 
To make us ftill more bleft ? 


The Aill, the form, we both have known, 
A calm we both comprize ; 

And joy that in the vale of life, 

Our future duty lies. 


| 
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if fo, with gratitude and love, 
We'll to the vale retire : 

And teach our children, with ourfelves, 
To blefs the Heav’nly Sire. 







































The God who fed us all our day, 
Shall have our ev’ning fongs ; 

That charming theme, our Maker’s praife, 
Shall often fill our tongues, 


The beft inftructions we can give, 
Our offspring fhall attend; 

Nor fhall they ever want in us 
The fympathifing friend. 


We'll warn them that the world is vain, 
And teach them truth to, prize : 

But will not blacken what we blame, 
Nor what is good difguife. 


This we'll imprefs, that Gon 7s good, 
And while in duty’s way, 

His helping hand, whate’er our lot, 
Will hold us every day. 


Thus will we teach, thus will we live, 
While life is to us giv’n ; 
And when the hour of death draws nigh,’ 
Look up, and hope for heav’n. 
Sidbury Vale. E. B. 
EEE 


SONNET TO THE MOON. 


WEET is thy reign, mild regent of the night, 
When thou, enthron’d, on cloudlefs fkies art feen, 
Where’er thy radiance falls, the vallies green, 
And groves, and meads, and rivers give delight, 


And dimly’s feen the far-off hills and {pire 

Of city proud—Whilft filence reigns ; 

Save ever and anon when Philome! complains 
In penfiye lavy.—Now {cience fair retires, 
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The brilliant, wide, celeftial fcene to view; 
With ardent, curious mind, and eagle eye, 
To mark th’ erratic planet’s courfe on high, 

Heedlefs of chilling gales and fteamy dew; 

And virtue, fearlefs, roams with foul refin’d, 














































EE 
AN 
ADDRESS TO VIRTUE, 
AT THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR» 


OME thou dear majeftic form, 
Virtue fair! my bofom warm ; 
Guide my footiteps by thy ray, 
To eternal fcenes of day ; 
May thy precepts be my care, 
Ever pure and ever fair; 
By thee directed I fhall rife 
To joys unknown, above the fkies; 
By thee affifted, I fhall find, 
A foft compofure in my mind ; 
A never failing fource of joy, 
Which earthly things cannot deftroy : 
Defcend, thou goddefs, heav’n-born truth ! 
And guide my inexperienc’d youth, 
A {park of thy celeftial ray 
Shall drive my gloomy fears away ; 
Thy beauteous lamp my feet fhall guide, 
And bear me up againft the tide 
Of all my foes, combin’d in one, 
For none can oveithrow thy throne ; 
Thy promifes are Ever fure, 
Thyfelf FoR EVER fhall endure ; 
While angel feraphs found thy praife, 
Encircled in celettial rays ; 
In their employment I fhall join, 
And celebrate thy name divine ; 
Through fcenes of joy FOR EVER rove, 
And ail my work be praife and love, 
Su [jex . 





But, drear and ebon fhades, beit fuit the guilty mind. 


J.$. 




















Literary Review. 


Public CharaGers of 1799-1800. Hurft. 9s. in boards, 


te - former volume of this work, entitled Britifh 
Charaéters, has been already noticed by us; and 
we now bring forward this publication in conneétion 
with it. The biography of Awing charaéters is at- 
tended with confiderable difficulties, and we felt them 
in the perufal of the produétion before us. To repro- 
bate their vices would be unfafe, and to praife their 
virtues would fubjeé&t the writer to the fufpicion of 
adulation. There are fome fketches in this colleétion 
extravagantly panegyricaj, particularly that of Mr. 
Godwin, who, according to this account, may be deemed 
the paragon of perfeétion! Surely it is not poffible for 
human credulity to be thus abufed. Eccentricity and 
irreligion are sot the objects of our admiration. We 
mult be excufed—the zew /ight has not yet poured 
upon us its fovereign convittion. 

The charaéters delineated are, Earl St. Vincent, 
Sheridan, Erfkine, Dr. Parr, Dr. Hutton, Lord 
Hawkfbury, Dean Milner, Bifhop of Meath, Reve- 
rend Mr. Farith, Sir Francis Bourgeois, Duke of Rich- 
mond, Mrs. Abington, Mr. Saurin, Dr. Arnold, Lord 
Bridport, Marquis of Lanfdown, Sir John Parnell, 
Mr. Southey, De. Duigenan, Mr. Ponfonby, Mr. 
Granville Sharpe, Mr. Pelham, Duke of Grafton, Mr. 
Secretary Cooke, Major Cartwright, Duke of Leinf- 
ter, Mrs. Inchbald, Earl Fitzwilliam, Mr. Godwin, 
Vor. VIII. Mm Reverend 
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Reverend Mr. Graves, Mr. Shield, Sir G. be ounge, 
Dr. Garnett, Lord Dillon, Lord Caftlerea Dr 
> 


Adam Fergufon, Mr. Hayley, Countefs of cia 
Mr. Pratt, Dr. Harrington, Duchets o f Gordon, Dr. 
Currie, Duke of Bedford, Mr. Cowper, Mifs Lin- 
wood, Mr. Haftings, and Lord Kenyon. Such ts the 
bill of fare; and we confefs that, in feveral refpects, 
we have been gratified. 

As an agreeable {pecimen, we fhail fele& 
moir of Mr. Cowrer, with whole ori 
we have all been delighted : 


M! a Cow PER. 


WITH SOME ORIGINAL PIECES OF HIS POETRY. 


1 


Tt has been frequently obferved, that the life of a man of 
genius is marked by few incidents. ‘The mind, which gr 

up amidft the privacies of flucy I : 
framed by folitary meditation 
world of their « wn, from which 





x, in a great degree, toa 
pa fions and events ¢ 
ordinary life are equally excluded. here is, therefore, no- 
thing very remarkable in the life of the poet to whom thefe 
pages are devoted. But in the hiftory of thofe who have done 
honour to the Englifh nation, and added richnefs to the Eng- 
lifh language, no circumftance is trifling, and no incident un- 

iy of record; efpeci lly, as there is a fort of fanétity at- 
tached to thefe men, which diffufes itfelf to the minutett 
tranfaction, in which they have been concerned. 

¢ Mr. Cowper was born at Berkhamftead, in Buckingham- 
fhire, his father being the incumbent of the living of that 
place. Our poet is defcended from the firft Earl C SOW pet, 
Lord Chancellor of England, his grandfather, being one of 
en of that nobleman. 

“Mr. Cowper received his education at Weftminfter 
fchool; and a place of confiderable profit, that of the clerk- 
fhip to the Houfe of Lords, a patent office, and which had 
been a confiderable time in the family, was referved for him. 
But upon his quitting fchool and entering into the Temple, 
he found himfelf reluctant to undertake a funtion of activ ity 
and bufinefs, His native love of retirement, a conftitutional 
timidity 
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timidity of mind, and the languor of a very weak and preca- 
rluus flate of health, difcouraged him from undertaking the 
duties of a fituation, which required the moft unremitting at- 
tention and diligence. 

About this time he lived in habits of clofe and familiar 
comimuuaication with Dr. Cotton, the elegant and ingenious aus 


thor of the Fire-fide. His intimacy with this eentieman muff, in 


no incenfiderable degree, have contributed to his inclination for 
poetry, by the inftructions and example of his friend. But the 
firft foundation of his poetic excellence was laid by his famili- 
arity with the beft and mott unaffeéted authors of antiquity. 
** At Huntingdon, a place in which he refided for a few 
years, he contraéted a ftrong friendfhip with the Rev. Mr. 
Unwin, and on the death of that gentleman, accompanied his 
mie to Olney. It was in this village, and about this period 
of his life, that Mr. Cowper produced the earlieft compofitions 
that are tracedto his pen. The poems he wrote upon this oc- 
cafion, were hymns publifhed ina colleétion, called the Olney 
Hymns, and diftinguifhed by the letter C. They bear inter- 
nail evidence of a cultivated underftanding, and an original 
genius. His time was now wholly dedicated to that literary 
leiiure, in which the mind, left to its own operations, purfues 
that line of purfuit which is the moft congenial to its tafte, 
and the moft adapted to its powers. In his garden, in his li- 
brary, and in his daily walks, he feems to have difci iplined 
his mufe to the pi icturefque and vivid habits of defcription, 
which will always dittinguifh Cowper among our national 
pocts. No writer with the exception only of Thomf M5 feems 
to have ftudied nature with more diligence, and to have co- 
pied her with more fidelity. An advantage which he has 
gained over other men, by his difdaining to ftudy her 
tino the fpectacles of books,’’ as Dryden calls it, and 
"y his purfuing her through hei haunts, and watching her in 
i her attitudes, with the eye of a philofopher as well as of a 
Pp et, 


ry 


Mr. Cowper had no propenfity for public Irf 
not, therefore, fingular that he fhould have neglected 
of the law, on which he had entered. That knowledge of ac- 
tive life, which is fo requifite for the legal p: ny woul Id 
fcarcely be acquired in lonely wanderings on ks of the 
Oufe, a and in filent contem platior is of the beauties of nature. 
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In this retreat, he exchanged, for the fociety and converfe of 
the mufes, the ambition and tumult of a forenfic life; dedi- 
cating his mind to the cultivation of poctry, and ftoring it 
with thofe images, which he derived from the inexhautftible 
treafury of a rich and varied fcenery in a moft beautiful and 
romantic country. 

“ The firft volume of poems, which he publifhed, confifts 
of various pieces, on various fubjeéts. It teems that he had 
been affiduous in cultivating a turn for grave and argumenta- 
tive verfification, on moral and ethical topics. Of this kind 
is the Table Talk, and feveral other pieces in the colle€tion, 
He, who objeéts to thefe poems as containing too great aneg- 
lect of harmony in the arrangement of his words, and the 
ufe of expreflions too profaic, will condemn him on principles 
of criticifm, which are by no means juft, if the obje& and 
ftyle of the fubjeét be confidered. Horace apologized for the 
carelefsnefs of his own fatires, which are, ftritly fpeaking, 
enly ethical and moral difcourfes, by obferving that thofe to- 
pics required the /edef?rian, and familiar diction, and a form 
of expreflion, not elevated to the heights of poetry. But, if 
the reader will forego the delight of fmooth verfification, and 
recollect that poetry does not altogether confifl in even and 
polifhed metre, he will remark in thefe produétions no ordi- 
nary depth of thinking and of judgment, upon the moft im- 
portant objects of human concernment; and he will! be occa- 
fionally ftruck with lines, not unworthy of Dryden for their 
ftrength and dignity. 

« The lighter poems are well known. Of thefe, the verfes 
{uppofed tv be written by Alexander Selkirk, on the ifland of 
Juan Fernandez, are in the moft popular eftimation. There 
is great originality in the following ftanza— 


I am out of humanity’s reach; 
T muft finifh my journey alone; 
Never hear the {weet mufic of fpeech; 
J ftart at the found of my own. 


{t would be abfurd to give one general character of the pieces 
that were publifhed in this volume : yet this is true concern- 
ing Mr. Cowper’s productions ; that in all the varieties of his 
ftyle there may {till be difcerned the likenefs and iia 
o 
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of the fame mind; the fame unaffeéted modefty which al- 
ways rejects unfeafonable ambitions and ornaments of lan- 
guage ; the fame eafy vigour; the fame ferene and cheerful 
hope derived from a fteady and unfhaken faith in the dogmas 
of Chriftianity. 

‘¢ Tam not prepared to affirm, that Mr. Cowper derives any 
praife from the choice and elegance of his words; but he has 
the higher praife of having chefen them without affedtation. 
He appears to have ufed them as he found them ; neither in- 
troducing faftidious refinements, nor adhering to obfolete bar- 
barifms. He underftands the whole fcience of numbers, and 
he has practifed their different kinds with confiderable happi- 
nefs; and if his verfes do not flow fo foftly as the delicacy of 
a modern ear requires, that roughnefs, which is objeéted to his 
poctry, is his choice, not his defeét, But this fort of critics, 
who admire only what is exquifitely polifhed, thefe lovers of 
“ gentlenefs without finews,’’ * ought to take into their efti- 





mate that vaft effufion of thought which is fo abundantly 
poured over the writings of Mr. Cowper, without which hu- 
man difcourfe is only an idle combination of founds and fyl- 
lables. 

«* Let me haften, however, to that work which has more pe- 
iliarly given to Cowper the character of a poet. After an 
interval of a few years, his Tafk was ufhered into the world. 
The occafion that gave birth to it was atrivial one. A lady 
had requefted him to write a picce in blank verfe, and gave 
im the fofa for his fubje&t. This he expanded into one of 





productive. 
' 6 Tris written in blank verfe, of which the conftruétion, 
though in fome refpects refembling Milton’s, is truly original 
nd characteriftic. It is not too ftately for familiar defcrip- 
tion, nor too depreffed for fublime and elevated imagery. If 
sas any fault, it is that of being too much laden with idio- 
: expreffiuns, a fault which the author, in the rapidity with 
1 his ideas and his utterance feem to have flowed, very 
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naturally incurred. 


“In this poem his fancy ran with the moft excurfive free- 
dom, The poet enlarges upon his tepics, and confiims his 


* Dr, Sprat’s Life of Cowley. 
Mm 3 argu~ 
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argument by every variety of illuftration. He never, however, 
dwells upon them too long, and leaves off in fuch a manner, 
that it feems, it was in his power to have faid more. 

‘‘ The arguments of the poem are various. The works of 
nature, the affociations with which they exhibit themfelves, 
the defigns of Providence, and the paffions of men. Of one 
advantage the writer has amply availed himfelf. The work 
not being rigidly confined to any precife fubjeét, he has in- 
dulged himfelf in all the laxity and freedom ofa mifcellaneous 
poem. Yet he has ftill adhered fo faithfully to the general 
laws of congruity, that whether he infpires the fofter affections 
into his reader, or delights him with keen and playful raillery, 
or difcourfes on the ordinary manners of human nature, or 
holds up the bright pictures of religious confolation to his 
mind, he adopts, at pleafure, a diction juft and appropriate, 
equal in elevation to the facred effufions of Chriftian rapture, 
and fufficiently eafy and familiar for defcriptions of domettic 
life; fkilful alike in foaring without effort and defcending 
without meannefs. 

*¢ He who defires to put into the hands of youth a poem 
which, not deftitute of poetic embellifhment, is free from all 
matter of a licentious tendency, will find in the Tafk a book 
adapted to his purpofe. It would be the part of an abfurd and 
extravagant aufterity, to condemn thofe poetical productions 
in which the paffion of love conttitutes the primary feature. 
In every age that paffion has been the concernment of life, the 
theme of the poet, the plot of the ftlage. Yet there is a fort of 
amorous fenfibility, bordering almoft on morbid enthufiafm, 
which the youthful mind too frequently imbibes from the 
glowing fentiments of the poets. Their genius defcribes, in 
the moft fplendid colours, the operations of a paffion which 
requires rebuke infiead of incentive, and lends to the moft 
grovelling fenfuality the enchantments of a rich and creative 
imagination. But in the Tafk of Cowper, their is no licen- 
tioufnefs of defcription. All is grave, and majeftic, and mo- 
ral, A vein of religious thinking pervades every page, and 
he difcourfes, in a ftrain of the moft finifhed poetry, on the 
infufficiency and vanity of human purfuits. 

“ Nor is he always fevere. He is perpetually enlivening 
the mind of his reader by fportive defciiptions, and by repre- 
fenting, in elevated meafures, ludicrous objeéts and circum- 
ftances, 
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flances, a fpecies of the mock-heroie, of which Philips * was 
the firft author. In this latter fort of ftyle Mr. Cowper has 
difplayed great powers of verfification, and great talents for 
humour. Of this, the hiftorical account he has given of 
chairs, in the firft book of the Tafk, is a ftriking {pecimen. 

The attention, however, is the moft detained by thofe paf- 
fages, in which the charms of rural life, and the endearments 
of domeftic retirement, are pourtrayed. It is in vain to fearch 
in any poet of anticnt or modern times for more pathetic 
touches of reprefentation, The Tafk abounds with incidents, 
introduced as epifodes, and interpofing an agreeable relief to 
the grave and {erious parts of the poetry. Who has not ad- 
mired his Crazy Kate? A defcription in which the calamity 
of a difordered reafon is painted with admirable exactnefs and 
fimplicity. 

‘She begs an idle pin of all the meets.” 


I know of no poet who would have introduced fo minute a 
circumftance into his reprefentation; yet who is there that 
does not perceive that it derives its effect altogether from the 
minutenefs with which it is drawn ? 

** Tt were an endlefs tafk to point out the beauties of the 
poem. It is new eftablifhed in its reputation, and, by uni 
verfal confent, ithas given Cowper a very high place amongit 
Our national poets. Let thofe who cannot perceive its beau- 
ties, dwell with rapture on its defects. The tafte or the fen 
fibility of that man is Jittle to be envied who, in the pride of 
a faftidious criticifm, would be reluctant in attributing to Mr, 
Cowper, the praife and charaéter of a poet, becaufe in the tide 
and rapidity of his fancy he has not been fcrupulous in the 
arrangement of a word or the adjuftment of a cadence. 

“ The next work, which Mr. Cowper publifhed, was a 
tranflation of the Iliad, and the Odyfley. The defign was 
worthy of his talents. His objeé was to prefent the father of 
poefy to the Englifh reader, not in Englifh habiliments, and 
modern attire, but in the graceful and antique habit of his own 
times. He therefore adopted blank verfe. Rhyme, by the 
uniformity of its cadence, and the reftrictions which it im- 
poied, rendered the tafk of tranflation evidently a paraphrafe, 
becaufe the poet, who could not exprefs the meaning of his 


* The Splendid Shilling, 
author 
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author in phrafe, and diction, that would accord with his own 
numbers, muft be, of neceffity, compelled to mix his own 
meaning with his author’s, to foften, and dilute it, as it were, 
to his own verfification. This is the difadvantage of Mr, 
Pope’s Homer; a work, which it were blafphemy to defpife, 
and folly to undervalue, while variety and harmony of num- 
bers retain their dominion over the mind of man. Yet no one 
will deny, that Mr, Pope has frequently forgotten Homer ; and 
that in fome paffages he has impaired the ftrength, and de- 
bafed the majefty of his original. Let it be remembered, 
however, that it is no mean honour to any poet to have fol- 
lowed the bold and lofty fteps of the divine bard; and that 
he is not to be cenfured, though he fhould lag behind him in 
his courfe through that fublime region, which Homer only 
could tread with fafety, and with confidence. 


Quid enim contendat hirundo 
Cycnis? aut quidnam tremulis facere artubus hoedi 
Confimile in curfu peffint ac-fortis equi vis. 
LUCRET, 


“¢ Tt is a wanton and foolifh criticifm to compare the tranf- 
jation of Mr. Pope with that of Mr. Cowper. The merits of 
each are diftiné&t and appropriate. Mr. Pope has exhibited 
Homer as he would have fung, had he been born in England. 
Mr. Cowper has attempted to pourtray him, as he wrote in 
Greece, adhering frequently to the peculiarities of his own 
idiom, and endeavouring to preferve his ftrength and energy, 
as well as his harmony and fmoothnefs. 

“‘ There are feveral fugitive pieces by Mr. Cowper which 
have not yet been publifhed. I thall clofe this article by pre- 
fenting two of them to the reader. 


eee S, aeeel 


The poplars are fell’d, and adieu to the fhade, 
And the whifpering found of the cool colonade : 
The winds play no longer, and fing in their leaves, 
Nor the Oufe, on its furface, their image receives. 


Twelve years had elaps’d fince I laft took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the place where they grew ; 
When, 
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When, behold, on their fides, in the grafs they were 
laid, 
And I fate on the trees under which I had ftray’d. 


The blackbird has fought out another retreat, 

Where the hazels afford him a fcrecn from the heat ; 

And the fcene where his notes have oft charmed me 
before, 

Shall refound with his fmooth-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are ail hafling away, 

And I muft myfelf lie as lowly as they; 

With a turf at my breaft, and a ftone at my head, 

E’re another fuch grove rifes up in its ftead. 


The change both my heart and my fancy employs ; 
I refie& on the frailty of man and his joys; 

Short liv’d as we are, yet our pleafures we fee 
Have a ftill fhorter date, and die fooner than we. 


EE 


FROM THE ANNUAL BILL OF MORTALITY, 
NORTHAMPTON. 


—Placidaq: ibi demum morte quicvit. VIRG, 
Then calm at length he breath’d his foul away. 


*“ Oh moft delightful hour by man 
“ Experienc’d here below; 

The hour that terminates his fpan, 
“© His folly and his woe, 


“¢ Worlds fhould not bribe me back to tread 
« Again life’s dreary watte ; 

“ To fee my days again o’erfpread 
“6 With all the gloomy paft. 


‘¢ My home, henceforth, is in the ikies, 
“ Earth, feas, and fun adieu ; 

* All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

s¢ | have no fight for you.” 
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Thus fpake Afpatio, firm poffett 

Of Faith’s fupporting rod; 
Then breath’d his foul into its reft, 
The bofom of his God. 


He was a man among the few 
Sincere on Virtue’s fide, 

And all his ftrength from fcripture drew, 
To hourly ufe apply’d. 


That rule he priz’d, by that he fear’d, 
He hated, hop’d, and lov’d, 

Nor ever frown’d, or fad appear’d, 
But when his heart had rov’d. 


For he was frail as thou or I, 
And evil felt within, 

But when he felt it, heav’d a figh, 
And Joath’d the thought of fin, 


Such liv’d Afpatio, and at laft 
Call’d up from earth to heav’n; 
The gulph of death triumphant pafs’d 
By gales of bleffing driven. 


His joys be mine, each reader cries, 
When my laft hour arrives : 

They thall be yours, my verfe replies, 
Such oNLy be your lives. 


In thefe beautiful lines we recognize the fame ge- 
nius, tafte, and ferioufnefs with which we have, on 
other occafions, been fo much entertained and in- 
ftructed. 

In the future Numbers of our Mifcellany, we hall 
furnifh our readers with other interefting feleétions 
from this work. 





Hiftorical 
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Hiftorical and Familiar Effays on the Scriptures of the 
Old and New Teftament. Four Volumes O&avo. 
By Fohn Collier. Scarlet, Strand. 


[NX the prefent day every judicious illuftration of the 

Bible muft be acceptable to the friends of Revela- 
tion. The efforts of laymen are peculiarly deferving 
of praife, fince their difintereftednefs is fuppofed to im- 
part a fuperior efficacy to their labours. Hence the 
theological produétions of a Boyle, a Locke, a Newion, 
and a Beattie, are held in high eftimation. 

Mr. Cottier, we underftand, is arefpeétable me- 
dical gentleman, who has devoted his leifure hours to 
the ftudy of the Sacred Writings. We are happy in 
declaring it to be our opinion, that his inveftigations, 
which he has now made public, are well adapted to pro- 
mote the beft interefis of mankind. 

Thefe Efays comprife an eafy and familiar ftyle, the 
entire hiftory both of the Old and New Teftament, in- 
terfperfed with fenfible remarks, which tend either to 
illuftrate their meaning or to imprefs their admonitions 
on the heart. Much induftry muft have been employed 
in the execution of the work; and every attention 
feems to have been given to render it conducive to re- 
ligious and moral improvement. 


Ze 


A Concife Praétical Grammar of the German Tongue, 
by the Reverend W. Render, Teacher of the Ger- 
man Language in the Univerfity of Cambridge. 
Symonds. 5s. in boards. 

E have reafon to believe that this Grammar is 
well adapted to anfwer the purpofes for which 

it was compofed. The arrangement feems to be clear, 
and we doubt not that the learner will find the illuf- 

{trations fatisfactory. 





In 





420 





THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 








In a fenfible and well written Preface, the author 
has fully explained himfelf on the fubje@. “ Though 
“‘ the critical reader,’’ fays he, ** may perhaps difcover 
‘¢ fome trifling inaccuracies in this performance ; yet, 
“ T am fully fatisfied, that it will prove highly fervice- 
“¢ able to all thofe who are defirous of having accefs to 
‘¢ the literary treafures of my native country: at all 
“ events 1 have no doubt but it will be received with 
“‘ that candid indulgence dy the public, which the in- 
“* duftrious exertions of foreigners have always expe- 
“ rienced from the liberality of the Britith nation.” 





a 


The Annual Anthology, Voiume the Firft, 1799. Long- 
man and Rees. 


(Concluded from page 360.) 


The Morning Mift contains fome pleafing fent'- 
ments, well expreffed : 


MORNING MIST. 


“ Look, WiLLram, how the morning mitts 
Have covered ali the fcene, 

Nor houfe nor hill canft thou behold, 
Grey woud, or meadow green. 

The diftant fpire acrofs the vale 
Thefe floating vapours fhroud, 

Scarce are the neighbouring poplars feen, 
Pale fhadowed in the cloud. 

But feeft thou, William, where the mifts 
Sweep o’er the fcuthern fky, 

The dim effulgence of the fun 
That lights them as they fly? 


Soon fhall the glorious orb of day 
In all his ftrength arife, 

And roll along his azure way, 
Thro’ clear and cloudlefs tkies. 


2 
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Then fhall we fee acrofs the vale 
The village {pire as white, 

And the grey wood and meadow green 
Shall live again in light. 


So, William, from the moral world 
The clouds fhall pafs away ; 

The light that ttruggles thro’ them now 
Shall beam eternal day. 


ERTHUSYO,. 


The Affe@ionate Heart does its author credit, botk 
in point of poetry and fentiment. 


THE AFFECTIONATE HEART. 
BY JOSEPH COTTLE. 


* Let the great man, his treafures poffeffing, 
Pomp and fplendour forever attend : 
I prize not the fhadowy blefling, 
I afk—the affectionate friend. 
Tho’ foibles may fumetimes o’ertake him, 
His footftep from wifdom depart ; 
Yet, my fpirit fhall never forfake him, 
If he own the affectionate heat. 
Affeétion ! thou foother of care, 

Vithout thee, unfriended we rove; 
Thou canft make e’en the defert look fair, 
And thy voice is the voice of the dove. 
*Mid the anguith that preys on the breatt, 
And the ftorms of mortality’s ftate ; 

What fhall lull the afflicted to reft, 
But the joys that on fympathy wait? 
What is fame, bidding Envy defiance, 
The ido] and bane of mankind; 
What is wit, what is learning, or fcience, 
To the heart that is ftedfait and kind : 
Even genius may weary the fight, 
By too fierce and too conftant a blaze ; 
But affection, mild planet of night ! 
Grows lovelier the longer we gaze. 


Vor, VIII. Na It 
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It fhall thrive when the flattering forms, 
That encircle creation decay ; 
It fhall live mid the wide-wafting ftorms, 
That bear all undiftinguith’d away. 
When time, at the end of his race, 
Shall expire with expiring mankind ; 
It fhall ftand on its permanent bafe ; 
It fhall lait till the wreck of the mrnd.”’ 


The Sprit is a fine fatire on the ftories of hobgoblins, 
with which young folks are often affrighted. 


THE SPIRIT. 
Founded on Fa&. 


“ Now which is the road acrofs the common, 

‘* Good woman! in pity declare ; 
“¢ No path can I trace, for the night is dark, 
And I fear me before the far turnpike I mark, 
‘ Some grim-vifaged ghoft will appear.,”’ 


“ The ghoft never walks till the clock ftrikes twelve, 
“ And this is the firft of the night,” 
Cried the woman. “ Now why doft thou look at ms 
fo? 
“© And why do thine eyes fo fearfully glow ° 
* Good ftranger, forbear thy affright. 


* T tell thee that acrofs the common, 
“ This cart-track thy horfe muft purfue ; 
*¢ Till clofe by thy feet two gibbets thou mect, 
“¢ Where the rains and the tempefts the highwaymen 
beat, 
“ That a traveller once murder’d like you.” 





The horfeman replied, “ I have no terror 
“ Of men who in midnight plan ; 
“‘ But a ghoft that pops on one before or behind, 
‘* And around him fees clearly while mortals are blind 
“¢ Ave, that tries the heart of the man 
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“ Is there ro road but by thofe gibbets ?” 
6 No road,” the woman replied. 
“¢ But tho’ with the wind each murderer {wings 
“* They both of them are harmlefs things, 
“ And fo are the ravens befide.”’ 


“ What are thefe ravens there >—thofe creatures 
“¢ That are fo black and blue ! 

** But are they ravens ? I enquire, 

“¢ For I have heard by winter's fire, 
‘¢ That phantoms the dead purfue.’”” 


The woman replied, “ They are night-ravens 
“ That pick the dead-men’s eyes ; 
“ And they cry qua, with their hollow jaw ; 
*© Methinks I one this moment faw ! 
“‘ To the banquet at hand he flies. 


«* Now fare thee well !’”? The traveller, filent, 
Whilft terror confumed his foul, 

Went mufing on. The night was ftill, 

And every ftar had drunk his fill, 
At the brim of oblivion’s bowl. 


And now he near to the gibbets approach’d! 
The black men waved in the air ; 

He rais’d_his head, and caft a glance, 

Yet heeded them not, tho’ they feemed to dance, 
For he determin’d not to fear. 


Wherefore, he cried, fhould men incline 

To fear where no danger is found ! 
He {carce had faid, when, in the dark night, 
Befide him appear’d a {pirit in white ? 

He trembled, and could not look round. 


He gallop’d away ! the fpirit purfued ! 

And the murderers’ irons they fcreak ! 
The gibbets are paft, and now faft and more faft, 
The horfeman and {pirit outftrip the loud blaft, 
Tho’ acither have courage to fpeak. 


Nn 2 
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Now both on the verge of the common arrive, 
Were a gate the free paffage denied ; 

The horfeman his arm outftretch’d to expand 

The gate toadmit him, when, cold o’er his hand, 
The mouth of the fpirit did glide. 

He ftarted ! and fwift through the ftill-darker lane 
Gallop’d faft from the being he fear’d; 

But yet, as the fhadow the fubftance purfues, 

The fpirit, behind, by a fide-glance he views, 
And more luminous now it appear’d ! 

The turnpike he reach’d; “ Oh tell me,’’—he cried, 
*¢ T can neither look round or go on ; 

What fpirit is this which has follow’d me here 

6 From the common? good mafter, I dreadfully fear, 
** Speak! fpeak ! or my fenfe will be gone!” 


“ Ah, Jenny,” he cried, “ thou crafty old jade ! 
“Is it thee? I’ll beat thy bones bare. 
** Good gentleman, fear not, no fpirit is nigh, 
* Which has follow’d you here from the commoa 
hard-by, 
© ?Tis only old Gaffer’s grey mare!” 
CITELTO. 


The Tempe is a beautiful little piece, not wholly 
unlike Beattie’s Hermit in point of fentiment : 


THE TEMPEST. 


* The tempeft has darken’d the face of the tkies, 
The winds whiftle wildly acrofs the watte plain, 
The fiends of the whirlwind terrific arife, 
And mingle the clouds with the white-foaming main. 


All dark is the night and all gloomy the fhore, 
Save when the red lightnings the ether divide, 
Then follows the thunder with loud founding roar, 

And echoes in concert the billowy tide. 


But tho’ now all is murky and fhaded with gloom, 

Hope the foother foft whifpers the tempetts thall ceafe ; 
Then nature again in her beauty fhall bloom, 

4ind enamoured embrace the fair {weet-fmiling peace. 


Q; 
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For the bright-blufhing morning all rofy with light 
Shall convey on her wings the Creator of day, 
He fhall drive all the tempefts.and terrors of night, 

And nature enlivened again fhall be gay. 

























Then the warblers of fpring fhall attune the foft lay, 
And again the bright flowret fhall blufh in the dale; 
On the breafi of the ocean the zephyr fhall play, 
And the fun-beam fhall fleep on the hill and the dale. 


If the tempefts of nature fo foon fink to reft, 
If her once faded beauties fo foon glow again, 
Shall man be for ever by tempefts oppress’d, 
By the tempetts of paffion, of forrow, and pain? 
hno! for his paffions and forrow fhall ceafe 
When the troublefome fever of life fhall be o’er; 
In the night of the grave he fhali flumber in peace, 
And pation and forvow fhall vex him no more. 
And fhall not this night and its long difmal gloom, 
Like the night of the tempeft again pafs away ; 
Yes! the duit of the earth in bright beauty fhall bloom, 
And rife to the morning of heavenly day ! 
D. 1796. 
The Old Man’s Comforts are prettily imagined and 
affectingly toid. 


THE OLD MAN’S COMFORTS, AND HOW HE 
GAINED THEM. 





66 You are old, Father William, the young man cried, 
The few locks that are left you are grey; 

You ave hale, Father William, a hearty old man, 
Now tell me the reafon I pray. 






In the days of my youth, Father William replied, 
I remember’d that youth would fly faft, 

And abufed not my health and my vigour at firft, 
That Inever might need them at Jatt. 






Your are old, Father William, the young man cricdy 
And pleafures with youth pats away; 

And yet you lament not the days that are gone, 

Now tell me the reafon, I pray. 
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In the days of my youth, Father William replied, 
I remember’d that youth could not latt ; 

I thought on the future, whatever I did, 

That I never might grieve for the paft. 


You are old, Father William, the young man cried, 
And life muft be haftening away ; 

You are cheerful, and love to converfe upon death! 
Now tell me the reafon I pray ? 


I am cheerful, young man, Father William replied, 
Let the cayfe thy attention engage ; 

In the days of my youth I remember’d my God! 
And He hath nat forgotten my age.” 


S. 


Many other pleafing pieces might have been feleted, 
but fufficient has been extraéted to convince the judg- 
ment, and tafte of the editor, and to fhew the reader 
that the perufal of the whole colleétion will adminifter 
to his inftruétion and entertainment. The /econd vo- 
lume, we underttand, isin the prefs. 


Se 


Poems and Plays by Mrs. Weft, Author of a Tale of 


the Times, a Goffip’s Story, Sc. 2 vols. Longman 
and Rees. 


‘HIS ingenious lady has afforded us entertainment 
and inttruétion in the perufal of her volumes; 
though we do not affign her the frf rank among the 
fernale writers of the day. There is, however, much 
to commend ; and our readers will, upon the whole, be 
pleafed with her effufions. 

The comedy is entitled How wii it End? nor can 
we perceive why it fhould have been rejected. The 
fame may be remarked of the Tragedy—Ade/a ; but 
the authorefs now appeals to an impartial public, Her 
Elegies and Sonnets contain many juft thougnts, well 
expreficd, We, are, however, moft gratified _— 

aF 
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Ode on Poetry, in four parts—Clafics, Uncultivated, 
Sacred, and Briti~fh. Under each of which heads a 
number of pleafing articles are detailed and illuftrated. 
The Britifh department clofes with thefe two animated 
ftanzas. The Geniusof Poetry thus exclaims : 



























«¢ Go tell my ardent youths who pant 

To emulate their father’s fame; 

Who, fcorning faétion’s trait’rous rant, 

Still kindle at BRI TTANIA’s name. 

Say, though in Jonely dells unfought, 

Save by pure tafte and fober thought, 

The exil’d mufes rove forlorn ; 

Yet tell them virtue’s holy deed, 

Shall claim its high heroic meed, 

The applauding fong fhall burft, and charm an age 
unborn, 

For thee, though hope with meteor ray, 

No longer gilds thy airy dreams, 

Beware, nor proftitute the lay, 

The gift of heav’n to hell-born themes, 

O rather let oblivion’s fhade, 

The puct and the verfe pervade, 

Unnotie’d like your linnet’s ftrain ; 

While confcious duty deigns to throw, 

O’er thy lone cot a funny glow, 

And tells thy tranquil heart—thou doft not live in 

yain, 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


5 ERI 


As W. Mudford’s Tale is intended to reach beyond four 
Numbers, we muft of courfe reject it. His petulant letter, 
in which he announces to us the /uferior merit of his own per- 
Seu, only ferved to excite a fmile of contempt. W. 
Templeton’s hafte alfo to chaftife this confequential gentle- 
man, has produced an angry note, becaufe his Animadverfions, 
which came too Jate for infertion, did not appear laft month, 
We now leave thefe too gentlemen to fettle this important 
difpute between themfelves, and here drop the fubject. 

The Triumph of Truth,a Tale, thall have a place in the next 
Number; but we recommend aindileeints and brevity. We 
fhould with to know fomething about Muy before we take 
any extracts from the letters; at prefent the paflages have an 
appearance of incoherency, The piece, figned Petrarch, thall 
receive due attention. The War Hoop, and the Song of 
Tychicus, fhall have admiffion ; but the other effort is too im- 
perfeét for infertion. With the "De e[criptive Sketch we are much 
pleafed; there isa neatnefs in the fentiment and a force in 
the language, by which the reader of tafte and difcernment 
will be gratified. The Panegyric on a Goldfinch fhall appear 
in our Mifcellany; but we are forry that the Sketch of the 

Woiverhampton Theatre came too late for this Month’s infer 
tion. Weare, however, obliged to Ciwis for his attention. 

We clofe the Year by obferving, that we with our Corref- 
pondents to be more correll and /zirited in their Communica- 
tions. To write lefs,and with greater accuracy, would be 
more creditable to themfelves and more acceptable to their 
readers, Could alfo the juvenile writer lay afide that vanity 
which too often accompanies his imperfeé&t produdtions, it 
would prove a great advantage to him; for our own part we 
are free to declare that, in the profecution of our labours, we 
have frequent occafion to remark, that modeity and merit are 
almoit infeparably united. To fuck of our correfpondents we 
pay an uni oe attention, perfuad ed that rhe‘r communis 


cations wil] impart a permanent value to our Mifcellany, 








